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To.thc very much Efteemed
' JOHN DRIDEN, Efg;

L] pretended by every one
aat chufes a Patron, that
ither the Worth' or good

Nature of the Perfon has

-determin’d him to that Choice; He

profeflesthat he has very mean Thoughts,

of his own Performance, and fo ftands

in need of a Protetor: He begs a

Name whofe luftre might fhed fome

Aj Repu-~-



The Epiffle Dedicatory.

- Reputation on his- Work ; or elfe hath.
. been. oblig’d, and bound in Gratitude
- to make this pubhck Acknowledgmcnt
of the Goodnefs of the Man. How
eminently You, Sir, are endow’d with
the firft Qualification of a Patron e-
very one knows too well to need In-
formation ; and where can this Trifle
find a Corner that hath not been fill'd
with Mr. Dryden’s Name? *Tis You,,
Sir, that have advanc’d our Dramatxck
to its Height, and fhow’d that Epick.
Poetry is not confin'd to Ifaly and
Greece : That You are honour'd by the
beft, and envy’d by others, proclaims
Excellency and Worth ; For true Ho-
nour is built only upon Perfettion :
‘And Envy, as it is as tharp-fighted, fo
“tis as foaring as an Eagle, and who
ever faw it floop at a Sparrow or a
Wren ? And that Candor and Good-
nefs.



The Epiflle Dedicatory.
nefs ‘have -the *gréateft - Share in your
Compoﬁtion, I dare-appeal to every
one- whom You have any way..favour’d
with your Converfation ; - thefe fo fll
your Mind, that there is no room left
for Pride;, or any difobliging Quality:
This apg.ears “from the Encouragement
You are féddy to give any tolerable At~
tempts, and reach out a helping Hand
to all thofe who endeavour to climb
that Height where You are already
feated : Ev’n this owes its Completion
to thofe Smiles which You condefcend-
ed to beftow upon fome Parts of it, and
now ventures to appear a Second time,
whaere at firft it found a favourable En-
tertainment. 'Tis Horace, Sir, whom
You have thought worthy Your Study
and Imitation, that flies to You for Pro-
tection, and perhaps will beg it againft
the Injuries I my felf have done him;
A 4 You,.



The Epiffle Dedicatory.
-You, Sir, are beft acquainted with the
Difficulties of the Undertaking, can
moft eafily difcover, and as eafily par-
don the Defets of,

Your moft Obliged
Humble Ser;vant,
Owxon, All Souls ‘
Coll. May a5.
1684.

TxoMmAs CREECH.



PREFACE.

Uintillian, in zbe fir} Book of bis In(itutions,
infiructs the Young Orator whas to read, and,
after Homer and Virgil are chiefly commended
to bis Study, be tells bim, That can}dcrdlc Im-
provemens may be made from the Lyrick Poets,bus
there is greai Care to be taken in the Chaice, fome
Selec? parts only ous of each Anthor to be permitted
Youths: And be fays particalarly of Horace, That
be won’d not bave all in him Interpresed: Whas be
means Z Interpretation, is evident to every ome
that an %and: the Extent of the Word, and the
Ancients Method of Infiruéting ; and why this Can-
2ion is reflrain’d to the Odes, and not apply’d o she
Satyrs as well, fince the reafon upon which be fixes
it feems common to both, muft be taken from the de-
Sign and fubject-matter of the Poems; to deferibe
and reform-a vicions Man, neceffarily requires fome
Expreffions which an Ode can never want : The
. Paint which an Artift ufes muft be agreeable to the
Piece which ke defigns; Satyr is to infirud?, and
that [uppufeth a Knowledge and Difcovery of the
Crime, whide Odes- are made -only to delight and
Pleafe, and therefore every thing in them that jufl)
offends is unpardonable. ~In our Common Scba'aiA
¢his Raule of Quintillian is grievonfly neglefted, all is
permitted o every Eye, and laid open to the dullefs
_ggbt by the moft [bameful Notes that can be pewn'd :
ou may [ee a Grammarian with a demare Mouth
ery our; O Foedum ! at a loofe Expreffion, and yet
prefenelyfill a Page with a more fulfom Explication;
and the defign of all bis Pains is only 2o inz(gea pee
- A3 tlant



PREFACE.

tulant Humowr, or affift the lazy Ignorance of the:
common Infiructors of our Youth: If any [bosld
reckon this amongft the confiderable Caufes of the
Corruption of our Manners, certainly all thofe wonld
affent, who fee that a Stream will be foul when the

ountaip i¢ [elf is muddy : Nor is this_a [ingle O-
pinion, as is evident from their bappy Indafiry, who
bave correcled fome of our Authors, and fent them
®broad naked, and uncorrupted with foreign Notes
tbis Method as it [pares. the Modefly of the Youth,
Jo it muft pe a comfiderable Improvement to bis
Parts, fince bis Mind and Memory, and not onl
bis Eye, muft be employ'd.. I am fo'mtd thankfully
20. acknowledge the pioyscare of Mr. Thomas Cur-
ganven, zow of Shirburn s Dorfetthire, . in zhis
wmarter; be did mot want, or if be bad, bis Virtue
wnd Indufiry bad comtemn'd, [uch Helps, baving
Jearch’d smto the Secrets of the Clafficks, and being
o excellens Example of unwearied Diligence, and
vegular Carriage, to all under bis Tuition: To bis
Infirallion 1 owe what at prefent I underfland of
2hefe Books, and to his Rui: my bopes of future
ditainments: The [ame Principles made me can-
sious of fome Odes, rho’ I bave paft by three more
#pon a different Account. .

This juft Debe being paid o my Homonred Infiru-
&or, the Part that concerns my [elf, Reader, will
give thee little trouble. I cannot chufe but fmile
#wow and then to think that I who have not Mufick
enonugh to umderftand one Note, and too little ill
Nazure (for that is commonly thought a neceffary
Ingredient) to be a Satyrift, [bonld vemture upon
Horace ; 'Tis certain vur Laspuage is mot capable
of the Numbers of the Poet, and therefore if the
Senfe of the Author is deliver’d, the Variety of Ex-
preffiom kepe, (which I muft defpair of, after Qﬁm-_

tillian
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tillian bath-affnr’d us that be is moft bappily bold ix
bis Words) and bis Fancy not debasd, ( ffr I cannot
shink my [elf wHe-to«imﬁmw Harace) ’tis -all thas
van be- expelted from: aVerfion: This the admirable
Cowley confider’d when he. undertook- Pindar, and
buth dravna fbort and full Apology for she like Un-
deviakings : “¥e muft confider, fays he, the greas
& Difference of Time betwixt bis Age, and ours,
- qubsch changes,as in Piflures, at leaft the Colosrs
£ of Poetry ; -the 8o lefi Difference betwixt the Re-
£ -?Mn and Cxftoms of our Coumtries, a thoxfand
Y- Parsicularities of Places; Perfons and Manners,
Y ewhich do but confufedly appear to our Eyes at this
¢ Diflawca ; and lafily (which were ewough alone
8¢ for mp Baxpofe) we muft confider that our Ears
. gre Sorangers to she Mufick of bis Numbers, whick
S8 fametimes, | e[pesially in Songs and O¥er ) almoft
4 withoss any thing;elj'z makes an excellens Pocet:
*Tis trae, be improves vhis Confideration aud urges
i as comclading againft all firict and faithful Verfi-
ows : in which I maft beg teave 1o diffent, thinking
it better to convey down the Learning of the Ancients,
than their em{;y Sound fuited to the prefent Times,
apd fbow the Age their whole Subfiance, rather tharn
their thin Ghoft imbody’d with [ome light Air of my
own.

As for ill Natare; Horace requires mome, may
difclaims it in a Satyrift ; bis fbar, 6/} Touches, if
we believe both bimfelf, and thofe that beft under-
Sood bim, are inmocent Waggery, Admiffus circum
precordia ludit. . He endeavours to langh Men ont
of their Vices, and doth not lance or cauterize the
Sores, but tickles t:ll be beals; and bow much this
Metbod furpaffes the rougher handling, every ome
may imagine who knows that ’tis more grievons to
any Man to be Ridiculd than Beaten ; and 'wbz is

. there



PREFACE.

shere that wonld not rather agpur in Company with
a black Eye, than a [mutted Face? Some few ad-
vis'd me to turn the Satyrs 1o our own Times, they
Jaid that Rome was now rivall’d in ber Vices, and
Parallels for Hypocrifie, Profanenefs, Avarice and
she like were eafie to be found; but thofe Crimes are
much oxt of my Acquaintance, and fince the Chara-
&er is the fame whoever the Perfon is, I am not [o
Jond of being bated as to make any difobliging Appli+
“carioms > Such pains wonld look like an tmpertinent
babonr 10 find a Dunghil, only that I might [arisfié
an unacconntable bumonr of dirtying one Man’s Face,
. and befpattering another : Some i,mve taken this way,
and the lll:nature of the World bath confpir'd to
2bink their Rudenefs Wit ; all their Smartnefs pro-
ceeds from a foarp. Humor sn their Body, which fallt
snto their Pew, and if it drops spom a Man's Repu-
2ation that is as bright and [olid as polifl’d Steel, it
Sullies - it-prefently, and eats thro’. Such are never
bov’d; or pmi;’zg but foun’d and fear'd, like Mad
Dogs, for their Tecth and Foam ; and are excellent-
by reprefensed by Lucan’s Bafilisk,

Who drives all other-Serpents from the Plains,..
And-all alone.in-the vaft Defart reigns.

What I bave borrow’d-from.others, if ever I'have
Srock emongh, I will boneftly endeavour to repay; bus
the Debt which I bave contraied from.my Lora
Rofcommon: #s fo.vaft; that. ;I’-/hall never be able,
%o difcharge ; to bis admirable Verfion I maft grate~
fally acknowledge, that I owe the. Senfe, and the.befp.
Lines in the. Art of Poetry.

THE
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The FirsT BOoOK..

ODE I 976 MECENAS,

Sewral Men bave feveral Delights, Lyrick.
Poetry is bis.,.

ECZE N 45, born of Royal Blood,
My Joy, my Guard, and fweetet Good § .
Some love with rapid Wheels to raife
Olympian Duft, and gather Praife ;
Where Races won, and Palms betow'd, 5
" Do lift a King-inte a God : -
And fome in high Commands are proud,

That great Preferment of the Crowd ; -
4 ‘ Yowa-



z ODE I Li» L

Blown by sheir breath the Bubble flies,
Gar'd at a while, thea breaks and dies:

' Another ploughs his. Father’s Fields,
Ris.Birn bolds all that Libya yields ;

. Aud bopes of Wealth and Worlds of Gain, .
Shall'never tempt him from the Phin ;

Or draw his fearfal Soul to ride

- In feeble Ships, and ftem the Tide:

The Merchants toft in angry Scas,

That praife their Fields, and quict Eafe,
Yet rigg their tatter’d Ships once more, .
Untaught, unable to be poor:

Some, underncath a Myrtle Shade,

Or by fmooth Springs {upinely lid,
With Mirth, and Wine, and wanton Ply,
Contra& the bufinels of the Day:

Shrill Trumpets Sounds and noify Wars,
That Mothers hate, pleafe other Ears :
The Hunter does bis Eafe forgoe,

He lies-abroad in Froft, in Snow;

He foon forgets his plealing Wife, .

And all the foft delights of Life, ‘

Whilt faithful Hounds a Deer purfue, -
Or have a raging Boar in view:

The putling Streariis and fhady Grove
Where Nymphs and Satyrs dance, and love;
Green Ivy Crowns, that only fpread
Freth Honours round a learned Head,
Shall raife my Name above the Crowd, -
And lif: me up into a God ;

If Mhfes kind fhall firing my Lyre,

Or tune my Pipe, and Heats infpire:

If You, my.Lord, approve my Vcin,
And count me ‘mongt the Lyrick Train,
Secure from Veath Il proudly rife,

And hide my Head in lofty Skies,

5
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ODE II. 7o AUGUSTUS.

;'!

Rome bath finarsed for killing Czfar, and all their.

Hopes are in Auguftus.

ENough of Thunder, mighty Fove,
- Enough thy flaming Arm has thrown,
Enough bath torn the facred, Grove,

Eaough amaz'd the frighted Town :

Left Pyrrhoa’s Age return’d, they fear'd ;.
. Strange Age, when from the former Floods
Old Proreus drove his fcaly Herd

To vifit Hills, and glide in Woods=.

The Fifhes hung on lofty Boughs, -
Thofe Seats well known to Doves before 5.
The {preading Wavyes fnatcht trembling Docs,
They fwam, and look'd in vain for Shere,

We faw fwoln Tiber backward flow;
And from the Tufcan Waves retire ;.

The Monuments of Kings o'erthrow,
And hifs in Veffa’s facred Fire :

Whiltt He, -too too Uxorious Flood,
Swoln big with fury, cuts along

The left-hand Banks, though Feve withftood,
To right Comphining Ilia’s wrong,

~The Youth fhall hear that impious Steet
Againtt our felves we madly drew,

--Which better haughty.Mdedes thould feel,
The Youth our faults have left but few,

2c
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What God, to prop the falling State,
Shall we invoke with earneft Pray'rs '

How fhall our-Virgins foften Fate,

" And weary Pefla’s deafned Bars 2

And whom to expiate Cefar’s Blood-
Will Fove appoint ? Apolle come,
O'er thy bright Shoulders caft a Cloud, .
And kindly fuccour guilty Rome.

Or Venus fiir, whom Joys attend,

Whom Youth flies round, and fmiling Grace:;
Or Father Mars at laft defcend,

And pity thy decayirg Race.

©Oh long, too long, thy fierce delight
Hath glutted Thee, whom Wars do pleafe-
‘W;jth Darts and Spears, and ftern in Fight-
The frightful Moors unlearn’d in Eafe.

Or whether chang’d to Mortal Eyes

You feem a Youth, kind winged God;
Nor doft the friendly Name defpife

Of the.Avenger of our Cefar’s Blood. .

Oh late may You return.to Fove,
May.quiet-Days extend thy Reigny
Nor vext at Us in hafte remove
To vifit happy Seats again. .

Qur Empire’s Father, Prince, and Guidé,
In Triumphs live ; Nor let the Medes,

Proud in our Spoils, unpunifh’d ride,
Whiltt Mighty Cefar bravely leads. .

2
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ODE III. Zo ViRGIL:
Taking a Voyage to Athens.

SO may kind Venus guide thy Sails,
So Halen's Brothers fhining Stars

Secure thee from thy fears:
So Edl loofe the Southern Gales,

And all the other Winds controul 5

As Thou doft waft my Virgil o’er,

And land him on the Arrick Shores -
Preferving half my Soul.

His Heart was Brafs, who firft did dare.
In fecble Ships to ftem the Seas,

Who weeping Hyades
And Monfters faw, nor fear'd to bear.

Who faw the headlong Whirlwinds fight,
And South-winds rage, that beft can raife
'O fmooth the Adriacick Seas,

Nor dy’d at fuch a fight,

What Face of Death can meve his fears,
That faw with an undaunted Eye

Vaft Rucks, and Waves as high;
And could reftrain his lowing Tears ?

In vain the Gods defign’d, in vain,

In vain they did the Lands divide
By an uofriendly Tide,

If impious Ships can crofs the Main,

Man, forc’d by an imperious Will,
Do’s make all hafte to be: undone,
And very eagerly rufh on

To court forbidden Il

£ ;

g
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Promethens brought Celeftial Fire,

Which firet by wicked Arts he fole, &
To givehis Clay a Soul,.

‘And kindle this abfurd Defire.

But Vengeance foon purfu'd Deceit,

For thence began unknown Difeafe,.

Thence cruel Feavers firft did feize, I
» And took their fatal Heat..

Then lazy Death did mend her pace,
Our Life contra&ed to a fpan,
Death came in hafte on Man,
And fopt his yet uafinith’d Race. %3
o

With Wings, which Nature’s Laws deny,.  »
Firft Dedalus did boldly dare

To beat the Empty Air,
And wander thro’ the liquid Sky.

Yhro® Hell the fierce Alcides ran;. %
He fcorn’d the ftubborn chains of Fate; .
And rudely broke the Brazen Gate ;

Nought is too hard for Man..

Grown Giants in Impiety,
Our Impious Folly dares the Sky, y¢
We dare affault Fove’s glorious Throae § '
Nor, ftill averfe to his Command,
Will we permit his lifted Hand
- To lay his Thunder down,.
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O D E 1IV.
He adviferh bis Friend o live merrily.

SHarp Winter melts, Favonins fpreads his Wing,
A pleafing change, and bears the Spring :
Ships drawn down from ftocks now plow the Main,
And fpread their greedy Sails again : '
Nor Stalls the Ox, nor Fires the Clowns delight, s
Aud Fields have loft their hoary white :
“The Nymphs and Graces joyn'd, thro’ flowry Meads
By Moon-light dance, and Pemas leads :
Whiltt labouring Gyclops furious Vidcan tires,
And heats their Forge with raging Fires : - 18
Now crown’d with Myrtle, crown’d with rifing Flow'ra
From loofend Fields, drive-ealic Hours ;
A Lamb to Faunss, if he moft approves
A Kid, a Kid muft fain the Groves : )
With equal Foot, rich Friend, impartial Fate 17
Knocks at the Cottage, and the Palace Gate :
Life’s fpan forbids Thee to extend thy Cares, '
And ftretch thy Hopes beyond thy Years:
Night foon will feize, and You muft quickly ge
To ftory’d Ghofts, and Pluts’s Houfe below ; 20
Where once arriv’d; adieu to Wine and Love,
And all-the foft Delights above 1 -
No Feafts, where Thee the happy. Lot may place
The Juft Difpofer of. the Glafs : ) '
No Lycidas, no fair furprizing Boy, g
Or to admire, or to enjoy :
No Lycidas, who now our Youth do’s charm,
And foon fhall all our Virgins warm,

8388 LY
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O D E V.
He rejoices at bis Deliverance from bis bewitching

Miffrefs.

‘N? HAT tender Youth upon a Rofy Bed .
With Odours flowing round. his Head
Shall ruffle Thee, and lofe a Heart?
For what fond Youth wilt Thou prepare
The lovely Mazes of thy Hair,
Aod fpread Charms.neat without ‘the. help of Artd’

h'!

How oft unhappy fhall he grieve to fiad
The fickle Bafenels of your Mind?
When he, that ncer felt Storms before,
Shall fee black Heav'n fpread o’er with Clotds;. o
And threatning Tempefts tofs the Floods,
Whilt Helplefs He in vaia looks back for Shore,

Now fondly, now He rifles all thy Charms,
He wantons in thy pleafing Arms, .
And,boafts bis Happinefs compleat: 173
He thinks that you will always prove
As fair, and conftant to his Love;
_ And knows not bow, how foon thofe Smiles may cheat:

Ah! wretched thofe who Love, yet n€’er did try
The {miling Treachery of thy Eye! 20
But I'm fecure, my Danger’s o'er,
My Table hows the Cloaths I vow'd-
When midft the Storm, to pleafe the God
1. haye hung up, and now am fafe on Shore.

83
- Q. DE
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ODE VI 7o AGRIPPA.

. Warius may Record bis great Acions, but Love

mufs be the Subject of his Somgs.

TH EE great in Arms thall Varius fing,
4. o Condu& wife,.and bold in Fight;
What Conquefts under your Command,
The Legions wan by Sca and Land,
The fame fhall boldly write,

With Quills that drop’d from lofty Hvmer’s Wing:

My tender Verfe muft Wars refufe;
Spears, Trophies, and the armed Field,
The fierce Pelides haughty Rage
That gill preft forward to engage,
And knew not how to yield,
Are things too weighty for my feeble Mufe:

Stri& Modefty confines my Tongue,

And Shame forbids me to difgrace

A Subje& high, fo near Divine

As mighty Cefar’s Praife and thine,
. And your great Names debafe
By the officious meannefs of a Song:

For who in worthy Strains can write
Mars dreadful in his Iron Coat ?
Or thow the black Merisne
In Trejan Duft feverely gay @
Or how Tydides fought

By Pallas’ Aid, and match'd the Gods in fight:

I fing foft Boys and Virgins Wars,
How foon they fmile, how angry foon

——
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With clofe~par’d Nails, and tender Tooth,
They all invade the rafliog Youth;  *-
Thus urge my Frolick on,

And bid Farewcl, a long Farewel to Cares, . 3¢
ODE VI
Ie commends Plancus bis Seat, and advifeth bim
2 nyoy bu L:fe. Y

'SO ME Mitylen, or famous lele: wull ymfc.
Or two-fea'd Corinth's Honour raife;
‘Some Thebes for Bacchus fam’d, in founding Strains,
. Or flowry Tempe's open Plains:
‘Some fill their lafting Verfe with high renowa - ¥
Of Virgin Pallas’ learned Town; -
Aad whilft they fudiouly their Praife beftow,
To All prefer the Olive Bough:
'To henour Fumo, Argos fome proclaim, .
Or raife Mycene high in Fame ; 10
Not patient Sparta, Tempe's feuitful Ficlds,
Nor all that fat Lariffa yields,
‘Cun raife my Fancy; no. I all contemn,
Compar'd to fair Albunea’s Streamns -
My water'd Orchards headlong Anie’s Flood 15
Or quiet Tibur’s fhady Wood: - -
As fair South-Winds will bru(h the Clouds away,
Nor always brood a rainy Day,’ ©  “-
‘So Plancus, You, whatever Life you lead, :
Or play at home in Tibur’s>Shade,” " "~ * 20
Or fill the fhining Camp: and lead the War, -\ -
with Wige ftill wifely end: thy Cate! L
When Teacer fled, diftrefs'd-by angry Fatey- - a7 & 1
His Country, and his Father’s Hate, _
With Poplar Crowns he wrac’d his drunken Head, 2§
. And thus to droopmg Friends he fid, -

’
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Thatever Chance the kinder Parent. fends,
we'll bravely bear, nvy noble Friends.: .

licu fond Care, defpairing Fears be gone,

" Whilt Tescer guides, and leads you on:

nerring Phaebus fays our hands fhall raife
A City in another place; -

1other Sslamis: Cheer, sogze your fom.
For We have often fuffer'd worde:

tink briskly round, difpell all cloudy Sorrow,

i3

35

Drink round, we’ll plow the Decp to-morrow.

ODE VHIL 70 Lypia,.
MWho bad made Sybaris Effeminate.

TELL me, I.]Ju, tell me tbxs,
7 all the Gods ldowm'l‘hcatdl

Why Thou wilt ruin Sybaris,

By loving of the Yoush 00 wcll T

Why doth He bate the Plam

hat can endure the fury of the Skies,
The burning Sun, the Wind and Rain i
By Nature fitted for the Prizc? :

Wby now refuﬁ to- nde

nid@ his Equals, and with. g'lccful force.
The fury of his Courfer guide,
And bravely fit the mamgd Horfc?

Why Yellow I}hrs Stream

sth He now hate? "Why faar to tough the Fload;
And why the fhining Oyl contemn
Vith gmter <arc than Viper's Blood ?

15

Wiy
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Why do his Arms no more
Look black with Blows and honourable Scars,
Which once with juft Applaufe he bore,
When Fame attended on his Wars? ' 20

So juftly prais'd for Art,

So fam’d for Strength, when, throughthe wondring Throng,
Beyond the Bounds he threw the Dart,
Which {wiftly bore his Praifc along.

Why doth he now lye hid, ay
4As once, complying with his Mother’s fears,

The Great, the Brave Achilles did,

Left Manly Dre(s thould force him on to Wars ?

O D E IX.
' He advifeth bis Friewd to live merrily.

EE how the Hills arc white with Snow,
The Seas are rough, the Woods are toft,
he Trees beneath their Burthen bow,
» And purling Streams are bound in Froft.

Diflolve the Cold with noble Wine, 5
Dear Friend, and make a rouzing Fire;
’Gainft Cold without, and Care within,
' Let both with equal forcc confpire.

With all things elfe, come, truft the Gods,

Who, when they fhall a Calm reftore, 10
And ftill the Storms that tofs the Floods,

@ld Oaks and Afhes fhake no more.

All Cares Qnd Fears are fond and vain,
Fly vexing Thoughts of dark to-g
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What Chance {cores up, count perfe& Gain,
And banith Bufinefs, banith Sorrow.

Whilft Thou art Green, and Gay, and Young,
E'er dull Age comes, and Strength decays,
Let Mirth, and Humour, Dance, and Song
Be all the Trouble of thy Days.

The Court, the Mall, the Park, and Stage,
With eager Thoughts of Love purfue;
Gay Evening W hifpers fit thy Age,
And be to Affignation true.

Now love to hear the hidiag Maid,

Whom Youth hath fir'd, and Beauty cbarms.

By her own tittering Laugh betrayd, .-
And forc’d into her Lover’s Arms,

Go dally with thy wanton Mifs,
And from the willing feeming Coy, -
Or force a Ring, or fteal a Kifs;

For Age will come, and then farewel to Joy.' '

O D E X.
In Praife ofMERCURY.

SWeet {mooth-tongu'd God, wife 4rlas Son,
Whofe Voice did ‘mould Men’s flinty Hearts,
Jutt rifen from their Parent Stone,

By foftning Mu(ick, and inftructing Arts.

Thee, Thee my Mufe thall gladly fing,
Thee Poft of Heav’n, and Guard of Hell ;
Firfk Mover of the charming String;

By waggith Thicvery cunning to conceal.

13
5
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Unlefs you would reftore the Cows

Whiltt with his. Voice He dar’d the- Child,

And threatned with his angry Brows,
-Now He had loft his Bow, Apalls {mil'd,

Rich Priaws.with a Pious hafte,
Whilft You did guide his trembling Feet,
Theffalian Fires fecurely paft,

The Camp, and proud trides haughty Fleet,

You gently guide the Pious Souls
To happy Seats; your Golden Rod
The flitting Troop controuls;

Q lov'd, Above, Below, by every God;

O DE XL

19

15

20

He advifeth bis Friend to live merrily, and take no

Care for To-morrow.

H do not ftrive too much to know,
" My dear Leuconoé, .
What the kind Gods.defign to da.
With me and thee. -

‘Ah do not You confult the Stars,
Coatented bear-thy Doom,
Rather than, thus increafe thy Fears.

For what will come;

Whether they’ll give one Winter more,

. Or elfe make this thy laft;

Which breaks the Waves on Tyrrkene. Shore
With many a Blatt,

10

Be
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Be Wife, and Drink; cut off long Cares
From thy contra&ed Span, _
Nor ftretch extenfive hopes and fears 15
Beyond a Man,

Fen whilft we fpeak, the Envious Time
Doth make fwift hafte aways
Then feize the Prefent, ufe thy Prime;
Ner truft another Day. - ] 1

ODE XIIl. Z0 A¥GUSTUS.

HAT Man, what Hero, ftately Mufe,
Wilt thou déliver down to Fame ?
What God for thy great Subje& chufe ?
And make the wanton Eccho fport his Name,

O'er Helicon's refounding Grove, 5
O’er Pindus,-or cold Hemus Hill ?
Whence lif'ning Woods did gladly move,

And throng'd to hear {weet Orphens wond’rous Quill,

He, by his Motber’s Art, could bind .
The headlong fury of the Floods; 16
Allay rough Storms, appeafe the Wind, -

And oofe from their fixt Roots the dancing Woods,

Whom firft? fhall I creating Fove

With pious Duty gladly fing,

That guides below, and rules above, 15
The great Difpofer, and the mighty King? '

Than He none greater, next him none
That can be, is, or was:
Supreme he fingly fills the Throne;
Yet Pallas is allow'd the nearet place. s
Ba Ty
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Thy Praifes, Bacchus, bold in War,

My willing Mufe will gladly fhow,

) And, Virgin, Thee whom Tygers fear;
And Phabus, dreadful for unerring Bow.

Alcides A&s my Mufe muft write,
And Leda’s Sons ; one fam'd for Horle,
And one in clofe and handy Fight

.Of baughty Bravery, and of noble Force.

When both their Stars at once appear,
The Winds are hufht, they rage no more;
(It is their Will) che Skies are clear,

‘And Waves roul foftly by the quict Shore.

Shall Romulus ftand next to Thefe?

Or furious Tarquin’s haughty Reign ?

Or Numa's Laws and pious Peace?
‘Or Cato's noble Fall, and fierce Difdain ?

The Scauri next, the Great, the Good?
Or Regulus his conftaut Truth ?
Or Paulus prodigal of his Blcod

When Hannibal o'erthrew the Roman Youth ?

Or fhall I fing in lafting Verfe

Fabricius Mind, too great for Gold 2

Or clfe rough Curius Praife rehearfe,
In Condu& prudent, and in A&ion bold?

Him and Camillus fam’d for War,
In a poor Houfe, and mean Eftate,
And poorly bred on hardy fare,

Want made them frong to prop Reme’s finking Fate.

25
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Marcellus like an Oak doth rife,
And Fulius Cafar’s Light appears,
As in fair Nights and {miling Skies
The beautcous Moon amidft the meaner Stars.

Great Saturs’s Off-fpring, mighty Feve,
Whofe greateft Care is Cafar’s Fates
Serencly ‘You may reigon above,

Whillt here Augufins keeps the fecond State.

And whether He in triumph leads

The Parthians that on Latium preft;

Or beats the Indians and the Medes,
And fpoils the dittant Nations of the Eaff.

He lefs than Thou, rules all below,
Whilt Thy hot Wheels may fhake the Clouds,
And dreadful Thunder fiercely throw

On Groves prophan’d, and on unhallow’d Woods.

ODE XIIIL
s Jealonfie occafions bis Difquict.

Hen Lydia praifes Damon’s Charms,
His rofy Neck, and waxen Arms,
His Air, and rowling Eye;
My Mind fearce thinks on what it does,
My fickly Colour comes and goes;
I rage, Iburn, I dye:

1 lofe my former vital Grace,
And Tears fteal foftly down my Face;
Cold feeble Sweats begin,

Cold fechle Sweats that plainly thow
How fierce the Flame, and yet how f{low,
That melts my Soul within :

B3
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1 rage to fee thy Shoulder ftain’d,
Or fnowy Breaft, by drunken Hand :
Too lovingly unkind ; 1§
Or when the ruffling Am'rous Youth,
Hath preft thy Lips with eager Tooth,
And left a Mack bohiad:

oy Lydia, all thy hopes are wain .

Still to endure the pleafing pein »
Of a furprizing Kifs,

‘Which Venus doth in NeSar fieep,

And hang upon the balmy Lip,
To draw us -ea to Blifs:

Thrice happy They, that free from ftrife 25
Maiatain a Love aslong as Life;
_ Wrhofe fixt and binding Vo,
No intervening Jealqufic,
No Fears and no ‘Debates pntye;
And Death alone can loofe. 1Y

-ODE XIV.

Zo the Common-wealth, which was wow ready
engage in avotbor Civil War.

AND fhall the raging Waves again

Bear Thee back iuto she Maio!

Oh what doft do! put clofe <o Shaqre,

And never truft the Ocean more: .

Thy Oars are gone, and Southern Bhfts s

Have rent thy Sails, end tora thy Mafts;

Nor without Tackling can’ -thou brave

The violent fury of the Wase:

Thy Stern is gone, thy Gode are loft,

And thou haft noae to kear thy -Cry, h:o
When



ODE XV. L. 1.

When thou on dangerous Shelves sit” tolt,
When Billows rage, and Winds are high:
TTho’ thou art built of neble Woed,

And gay as ever cut the Flood;

Alas! ’tis but an empty Name,

Nor will the Seas regard thy Fame:
What fearful Seaman dares rely

On gilded Sterns when Winds are *high?
Fhain fhow, not fit to fail but pleafe,

An cafic prey to angry Seas:

Tho’ often Thou hatt fafely patt,

Thou ow'ft a fport to Winds at hft -
©Oh lately Thou my Grief amd Fear,

And now my frefh and prefent Care,
TWake heed, and fly the flatterivg Sess
Between the fhining Cycledes,

ODE XV

1™

.’,‘y

20

g

Nereus fings the Fall of Troy, vccafion'd by

Paris’s Rape of Helen,

Hen faithle(s Paris ftole away,
And catry’d Helen thro’ the'Seas
Then Nereus ftill'd the Wind:
He quicted the angry Seas,
And lull'd the Billows mto eafe,
Eafe to the Lovers hafte uokind,

Whilft thus he fang, Thoa cirry’lt ‘home

Thine own, falfe Youth, and Courtry’s doom;
Whom Greeks Thall ferch again

With all their force; and all combine

To break that wicked Match of thine,

And Ancient Priam’s noble Reign.

B4
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What Labour, ah! what Duft and Heat!
And how the Men and Horfes {weat!

Ah Troy what Fates engage!
E’en furious Pallas now prepares
Her Helmet and her Shield for Wars;
Her dreadful Chariot, and her Rage.

In vain fhalt thou thy Safety place

In Venus Aid, and paint thy Face;
In vain adorn thy Hair;

In vain thy feeble Harp fhalt move,

And fing foft Tales of eafie Love,

‘To pleafe the wanton and the fair.

Ja vain fhalt Thou avoid thy Foe,

‘The winged Dart, and Cresan Bow,
Things grievous to thy Joys:

In vain with grief {halt fear to view

Stout jax eager to purfue,

And firive to fly the hated noife. -

But ah too late, ah much too late
Thou fhelt endure the ftroke of Fate,
And find the Gods are juft:
Too late Thou fhalt deferv'dly feel
The force of the revenging Steel,
yAnd foil th’® Adulterous Locks in Duft.

Doft Thou not fee grave Neffor's Age,
And fierce Ulyfes wilely Rage,

The ruin of thy State?
Nor Teucer'’s brave undaunted Force,
Nor Sthenelens that drives his Horfe
As furious and as fat as Fate?

1y
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‘AN Thou fhalt fee Merione
In Trojan Duft feverely gay;
And fierce Tydides rave, 45
Look how he frowns, and roves about
To find the feeble Paris out;
Tydides, as his Father brave,

Thef, fecble Paris thon thal fly, .

As trembling Does whofe Fears efpy 5o
A Lion in a Grove; .

They leave their Herbs, with panting Breath,

They firive to fhun purfuing Death;

Was this thy Promife to thy Love!.

Achilles angry for a Wrong 55
_ Shall Troy’s approaching Fate prolong';
But after certain Years

Theffalian Flames and Grecian Fire
Shall o'er the proudeft Piles afpire,
And fill the Matrons Eyes with Tears: 6o

O DE XVL

. 4 Recantation for a Copy of lambicks written
on a young Lady.

OH Daughter fair, of greater Charms
Than thofe with which thy Mother warms,
My guilty. Verfes how you pleafe-
Deftroy, in Flames (tho’ fcarce fo hot :
As that fierce Rage with which I wrote) 5
Or in the angry Seas,

Not Cybele fuch Heat infpires,
Ne'er Phaebus with fuch raging Fires:
His Prophet’s Soul poflefs'd,
R ¥ e
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Not Bacchus felf can raife a Man
Half fo much as Anger can
When once it bysne the Breakt :

Not Tears nor Kindnefs can aflimage,
Nor Force nor Danger curb the Rage,
It ventures boldly on;

It. fcoras to be confin’d by Fove,
Qr all the Thund’ring Powvers above,
But by its boundlefs fei alane.

When bold Prometheus firft began,
As Story goes, to make a Man,
From every thing He fnatcht a part
“Fo furnith out his Clay,
And to compleat bis rude Effvy,
And plac’d a Lion’s fury ia the Heat.

>Twas Rage that made the Brothers hate,
Rage wrought Thyefles wond'rous Fate; -

' *Twas Rage that kill'd the Child;

That fed the Fatbey with the Sos,

And when it faw the mighty Mifchief done, -

Stood by, and (what was firange) it (mif'd. -

*Tis that that raifes all our Wars,
And brings our Dangers and our Fearss -
When the infulting Foe, '
Whiltt Anger buras, sud Rage prevails,
O'er Town and Cities ruin'd Walls
Doth draw the heavy Plough,

Then curb thy Anger, charming Maid,
That once my heedlefs Youth betrey'd,
It rais’d adepdly Flames

10
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And hurry’d on my thosgliwlefs Mute 40
In {wift Tambicks to abufe
And wanton with thy Fame,

But now I do repent the wrong,
And now compuft u fefter Song : .
To make Thee juft amends: 45
Recant the Errors of my Yeuth, .
And fwear thofe Scandsls were not Truthy
So You and I be Friends.

O D £ XViL
He Commends bis Country Seat, and invites bis
Miftrefs thither.

SWift Fasunus oft Lycenm leaves belind,
- And to my pleafing Farm vetrewts;

And from the Sommer Hoats |
Defends my Goats, and from the rainy Wind.

O'er Vales, o'er craggy Rocks, and €lills they Rray, £
Seck flow’ry Thyme, and fafely brouse
And wanton i the Boughss
Nor fear an angry Serpent in the way.

No lurking Venom Siwells the harmlefs Mowld, .
The Kids are fafe, the tender Lambs 10
Lie blewting by their Dams, :
Nor hear the Evening Wolves grin round the Fold,

Soft rural Lays thro’ every Vally found;
By low Uftica's purling Spring )
The Shepherds pipe and fing, 15
Whilft from the even Rocks the Tures rebound,

Kind
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Kiud Heav’n defends my foft Aboads,
I live the Gods peculiar Care,
Secure and free from Fear;
My Songs and my Devotion pleafe the Gods. 20

Here naked Truth, Love, Peace, Good-nature reign,-
And here to Thee fhall Plenty flow,
And all her Riches thow,
‘T raife the Honour of the quict Phin,

Here crooked Vales afford a cool Retreat; iy
Or underneath-an Arbor’s Shade,
For Love and Pleafure made,
Thou fhale avoid the Dog-Star’s raging Heat;

And fweetly fing the harmlefs Wars of Love,
How chaft Penelope’s Defires, 3
And wanton Ciree’s Fires,
With various Heats for one Ulyfes ftrove:

At Noon with Wine the fiery Beams affwage:
Bencath a. Shade on Beds of Grafs;
And take a Chirping Glafs, 35
But drink not on till Mirth boils up to Rage..

Ne'er fear thy old Gallant, He’ far away, .

He fhall not fee, nor feize, nor tear .
£ Thy Chaplet from thy Hair; .
We fhall have leifure, and bave room to play. prs

ebz%%s”@
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O D E XVIII

5

W' ine moderately taken cheers the Mind, bus 200

much makes Men mad,

D E AR Varus urge thy wife Defign,
And chiefly plant the noble Vine.
In Tibur’s fertile Shade,
Or round Carilles Wall,
The fober Dotards Cares-invade,
And numerous Mifchiefs wait on all..

Pale Cares are rude;.
And muft intrude
Until forgetful Cups go round ;-
And who in drink doth prate of Wars;
Of Want, or State Affairs ?

Each Head.is free, and bufic Thoughts sre drown’d 5

But Mirth, and Women, Sport, and Play
Is all the troubls of the Day.

But left thy growing Mirth furpafs
The moderate freedom of a merry Glafs,
Think on the Centanrs Blood ;
Think how thofé Beafts did fight,
. W:th Wine and Gore their Tables flow’d ;.
“ And then command thy Appetite.

What wild Defires;
What Madnefs fires
The Thracian Bruits ; how fierce a God,.
Whea Drunkea They all Right and Juft
Do meafure by their Lut,
And cagerly rufh on to Beaw!s and Blood "
Attending Death firikes every Guett,.
Aud nonc farvive the fata) Featt..

I0-
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Submitting to thy eafie Yoke
Tl freely ufe, but ne'er provoke
Thy Rage, ebliging God 5
Nor fhall my Yongue noweal
'To the prophane and common Crowd

The MyReries thy Boughs conceal

Preferve my Age
From drunken Rage,
Which blind Self-love does &ill attead,
“With Vanity, which loves to {praad
Her Plumes, and raife her Head
‘Above the common level of her Friend ;
With thefe, with an uneven Pace,
Walks broken Faith, which lets all Secrets puls,
Much more tranfpasent than a Glafs,

ODE XIX. 70 GLYCERA.

He confefferh bis Leve.

HE crbel Mother of Defires
And wanton Youth, reproves,
And bids me, rais’d by Bacchus Fires,
Reftore my felf to my forfaken Loves :

Fair Glycera my With provokes,
More white than politht Marble Stone ;
Inviting, coy and flippery Looks,

Coy Looks, too {lippery to be gaz'd upon.

Now Venus leaves her Cyprian Seats,
‘And fills my Soul with all her Heats ;
Bids me not mind the Parthian Force,
When dreadful on his Flying Horfe
He makes his proud and conqwmg Retreats,

35
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All that 1 think on muft be Lowe ;
Bring Wine, my Beps, s Alter tear, 15
A tender Lamb perbaps may mowve,

And make the angry Goddes lefs Gvexe.

O DE XX

He swvites Mocenas 2o take a Botsle of W ine at
bis Houfe.

OOR Sabine Wine, in Cuaps s3 poor,
Is all my prefent ftore ;
"Twas bottled then, when You, my Lard,
In crowded Theaters ador'd,
Smooth Tjéer’s Banks around 4
Return’d the joyful Sound,
And babling Eccho’s the glad fhouts reftor'd,

Rich Casks from the Calenian Vine,
Or {mooth Cecubian Wine
“Your Cellar ftore: bat meaner Juice 1
Contented I muft humbly ufe ;
My Cups the Fermian Hill
Nor the Falernian fill ;
Tis Wealth’s great privilege to be profufe.

O D E XXL

He exlorts the Boys and Maids 1o fing Apolio’s
and Diana’s Praife.

E tender Maids, Diana fings
Apollo praife, Ye rifing Boys,
And both to equal Honours briag s -
Latona too, whom mighty Feve
Did deeply love, »
And fhow the pious Duty of your Joys, : )
. Diana
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Diana fing, Diana loves
The purling Springs that foftly flow,
The pleafing Woods and quiet Groves
‘That (hady Erymanthus bears, ™
Or Cragis rears,
Or in cold Algidum but flowly grow.. -

Ye Males, witli equal Songs, rehearfe:
The flowry Tempé's open' Air,
Or fing, with an immortal Verfe, 13
Fair Delos Ifle, the happy Earth
That gave him Birth;
His charming Harp, his Bow, and graceful Hair..

He, by your pious Vows o'ercome,
Pale Famine, and rough Wars fhall drive 20
From Cefar, and his happy Rome,
And make thofe raging Plagues infeft.
The diftant Weft ;-
Whiltt we in wanton. Peace and.Plenty live.

O D E XXIL

Nothing will bart a good innocent Man, and a
Saithful Lover.

Man unftain'd, and pure from Sin,
- No Quiver fraught with poyfon'd Heads,.
No Africk Javelin.needs,
He has 2 Guard and Arms within :

M

Whether o’er Syrtes-wandring Sands;
Or bruitith Cancafus he goes, '
Or where Hydafpes flows:
And fwiftly cuts the favage Lands -
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Of late, when Cares forfook my Head,

1 firay’d and fang i'th’ Suéine Grove 1
My Lalage, my Love,

A Wolf faw me unarm’d, and fled :

A Beaft {o large did never roar
I'th® Daunian Woods, and fright the Swaias,

Nor in her burning Plains 15
The Lyons Dry-Nurfe Africk bore:

So place me where no Sun appears,

Or wrapt in Clouds or drown’d in Tears 3

Where Woods with whirling Tempefts toft

Where no relieving Summers Breeze a0
Does murmur thro’ the Trees,

But all lyes bound and fixt in Froft §

©r place me where the fcorching San,
With Beams too near, doth burn the Zone 3
Yet fearlefs there I'll gladly rove, t§
Let frowning, or let fmiling Fate | .
Or curfe, or blefs my State,
Sweet fmiling Lalage I'll always love.

O D E XXIIL

He tells bis young Miftrefs that [be is now of Age,,
and meed not be afraid of bim.

YOU fly me, Maid, as tender Fawns
Seck abfent Dams in decp Defpair,
O'er craggy Rocks, o’er Woods and Lawns,
And idly fear at every breath of Air,

If Winds do whiftle thro’ the Grove, 2
Or ruffle Vines, they quickly ftart; :
) h\
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If Lizzards in a Bramble move,
An icy trembling runs thro’ every part.

Not Tyger I or angry :Boar

Purfue Thee, Chié, to deftroy ; 10
Attend thy Mother’s heels no more,

Now grown mature for Man, and ripe for Joy.

O D E XXIV.

He comforts Virgil, mourning for the Deash of
bis Friend.

AND who can grieve too much? what time fhall end:
Our Mourning for {o dear u Friend ?
Melpomene] whom Fove hath bleft -
With melting Voice, and mourntul Tongue,
And with a Harp above the reft ¥

Hath grac'd, begin.the-melncholly Song.

And doth eternal Sleep clofeiPhimws:Eyes?
How foon our Pride:and Glory dyecsd
And where will equal Juftice find,
Wiere fteady Faith and naked Truth
So generous, and forgreat @ Mind ?

And where an Equal to the falling Youth ¥

To be bewaild by ull the:Goed, -the Joft,
He fell; by you, dear Virgil, moft
By you, whonow doft imourn in wain, 154
By Pious you, who idly-pray
To have thy Varws baok again ;
He was not lent thee:for & longer Stey.

5

€ould you with fofter tench than Orphens move:
The Harp that drewr the lif'ning Grove, . 20
" The
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The Grove that danc’d to Tunes be play'd ;
Yet Blood and Bones would farce retusa,
Nor Flefh to cloath the empty Shade,

The Shade chat once lay naked in-the U

Which Meresry, abard uneafic God
To open Fate, with frightful Rod
Hath driven thro’ the gloomy . Air,
Aund fhut ameng(t-the Shades of Night:
*Tis bard : but when we needs muft bear,
Enduring Patience.makes the Burthen light.

O D E XXV.

1. =

;5

3o

He uﬁdt; over bis NMifirefs Lydla., Y Old.

HA Ha! Thy Trade at la&udme,
And all thy wanten Lovers gose?
No fighing Youths atwend thy State,
There’s no fuch rattling at thy Deor
As heretofore :

And now tby Thsefhold lexes thy guist -Gase.

* Now you may reft fecure-fram Noife,
And fadly dream of fosmer Joys ;
You feldom hear defpaising Sighs,
My Lydia #afts ia foft Delight
All the long Night,
Whilt here her faithfil Lower pises, and dies,

Now, now ’tis thine, thine urn to-mosn.
The banghty Wanwas.all gloge :
Now to a fhady Gesve satize,
Whilft Winds, asceld as thy dull Age,
Do fiercely rage,
And cool the poor remainders of thy Fire.

3 4

Whens
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When Luft, as fierce as Mares defires,
Thy ulcerous Heart and Liver fires, 2
Then thou fhalt mourn, but mourn in vain,
That wanton Youth feeks blooming Charms,
And greener Arms ;
Whiltt longing Age ftill meets with cold Difdain.

Then thou fhalt think on Sweets before, z;'
And die at the defpairing Thought, No more.

O D E XXVL
He defires bis Mufe 0 commend bis Friend Lamia.

I I, the Mufes merey Friend,
9 Deliver all my bufie Cares
Unto the wanton Wind 5
What Tyrant of the North
Leads dreadful Armies forth ]
Secure alone, and laughs at others fears;
Sweet Mufe, that doft delight to fing: N
In Strains to Roman Ears unknown,
And tafte the Virgin Spring 5
Trace o’er the fhady Bowers, ‘10
And gather fweete(t Flowerss
And wreath my Lamia, wreath a noble Crown.

‘What Honours I, without thy aid,
Beftow to grace my Friends, are vain ;
My Crownas will quickly fade : 9
You, Mufe, and all the Nine, fhould naife:
In new Alcaicks Lamia’s Praife,
And make him live in an unufual Strain,

s
~ ODE
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O D E XXVIL

He advifeth bis Friends not to guarrel in
their Drink.

AMid& our Cups for Mirth defign’d,

To fight and quarrel, fuits
Rough Tiracian Brutes ;

lut nét the fober temper of a Friend.

This favage Humour, Sirs, forbear,
And free the modeft God
From brawls and blood 3
md let your Humour, as your Wine, be clear,

-

How Cups and Swords do difagree ! .
Then give your fighting o'er, . L)
And brawl no mare ; :
at fit, and keep your Elbows down like me,

If you will have the Glafs go round,
Then tell from what fair Eyes
The- Asrow flies ; T
Fhat Beauty makes thee happy in a Wound. '

"Not tell ! nay then the Glafs remove :
Whatever Charms enfnare
Thy Heart, are fair ; .
‘ou never fin in a difhonelt Love. 20

Tell boldly, tell thy generous Flame ;
This is no leaky Ear,
Nor what I hear
1all my loofe Tongue pour out to common Fame.

4 Unhappy
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Unhappy Youth ! doth She furprize ?
And have'her Flames poficfi'd
Thy burning Breaft ?
Thou didft deferve a Dart from kinder Eyes;

Undone! for no Thefalian Charms
Nor ¢’en the winged Hotfe
Can break her force,
And free Thee from this ftrange Chimera's Atms,

O D E XXVIIL

Architas, 8 Mathematician, being [bipwrack’a
reprefented begging a Seaman to- bury-bim,
denouncing Vengeance on bim-if he neglecds
Requeft. i

A Narrow Graveby the Matinian Shore

Confines thee now, and-thou can’ft have no mo

Ah learn’d Architas, ah how fnmall for Thee

Whofe wond’rous Mind could meafure Earth and Sea!

* What Sands make up the Shore minutely teach,

And count as far as Number’s felf *could reach !

What did it profit that thy- nintble Soul

Had travel’d Heav’n, and oft ran round the Pole;

Purfu’d the motions of the rowling Light,

When Death came on, and fpread a gloomy Night!

Wife Tantalus, the Gueft of Gods, is dead,

And on ftrange Wings the chang’d Tithonus fled :

Fove’s Friend, jult Minos, hath refign'd his Breath,

And wife Pythagoras felt a fecond Deathr

Altho’ his Trojan Shield, and former State

Did prove his Soul dbove the foree of Fate;

Withdrew the Mind from Death’s black ‘conquering h

And left but Skin and Bones at Fate’s Command ;

In thy Opinion he did moft excell,

Difcover'd Truth, and follow'd Nature well:
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once o’er All loag Night ber fhedes will fpread;
lall muft walks the. Valloys-of the Desd :
1e Rage fpurs on, and Death attends.im Wars 3

Sea deftroys the gvoedy Mariners::

Young and Old confus’d by- nombers.fall, 2y
Death with equal landdotir ke a0 all':
syfterous Storm my feeble Tackling tore,

left me naked ontht Ikyriam:Shore:

Seaman, pray.bec juft; put nearthe.Land;
ow a Grave, and hide my. Limbs in Sand: 30
nay the threatning: Eaft Winds {pave the: Floods,

idly fpend their rage on Hills:and: Woods;
it you ride fafely; fo from.cvery: Shore:

' Gain flow in, and feed thy growing Store :
17¢va.and Nepesme, foft Threntunsds Guasdy. 38
fpire to blefs, and joywin one: Reweard,
1aps you fcorn, and ase defign’dly.bafe,
' Crime fhall darm thy-undeferving Race.s
' Pride, vain Man, fhall on thy-felf return,

u naked lie, and.be»xhal’nmomn: Y
Prayers fhall mount, and pu Vengeance down,
OEcrmgs fhall refeafe, no Vows attona,

¢ hafly now, driv’n by a profperous Gale,
squickly done) thrice-ftrew-the Sand;’ end Sail,

ODE XXIX. 7o Iccius,

Philofspher, who had left bis Study, avi. 'éut
refolv’d to go to War.

"OU envy, Lcius, the Anabisu’s Store,
Their precious Gums, and. Ivory Beds,
And art refolv’d for War;
fierce Sabean Kings no'er- fought before,
And dreadful Medes 5
ir Scourges kait, apd Rwman Chains pnym
What
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What lovely Virgin, when her Lover’s kill'd,
Shall wait on thee, and call thee Lord #
What perfum’d Royal Boy,
To fhoot in’s Father’s Bow exaltly skill'd,
. Attend thy Board ;
And ferve thy Pleafure in another Joy ?

Who now dares fay that Streams muft flow
From Mountains tops to Vales below,
And not to th’ Springs return ?
Or who deny but Tyber’s wondrous Stream
y Hilis conteman,
And fwxfdy rowl back to his lofty Urn ?

*When you can change for Shield,. and Sword, and |
And the bafe Drudgery of Wars,
What ¢’er Contentment brings
Panatus Works, thy coftly Books of Art,
And Plato’s Cares ;
Tho’ once I'm fure you promis'd better things.

O D E XXX.

He begs Venus zo come 20 the Temple whic
Glycera bad prepar’a.

IND Venus, leave the Paphian 1le,
And live with Glycera a while ;
A noble Temple fhe prepares,
Wirh Incenfe fweet thine Altars {fmoak,
Thy Prefence numerous Vows isvoke 3-
She calls thee with a thoufand Prayers.

The Graces with their Zones unloos'd,
The Nymphs, their Beauties all expos’d,
From every Spring, and cvery Plain ;



.
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" Thy powerful, hot, and winged Boy,
And Youth that’s dull without thy Joy,
And Mercary compoie thy Train,

O D E XXX
Tbe Poer’s Wifk.

Hat will the Poet beg to-day
From Phabus in his hallow’d Shrine,
For what doth he defign to pray,
Whiltt thu-a he pours his holy Wine?

Not fat Sardinia’s fruitful Crops,
Nor Flocks that hot Calabria feeds,

Nor Gold, nor Ivory raife bis hopes ; .
Thofe Toys he neither loves, nor needs.

Not thofe rich Fields, where Lyris runs
With quict Sereams, and waaton Phy,

The fmootheft of the Ocean’s Sons,
And gently eats his eafy way.

Let him, that has one, prune his Vine ;
The Merchant,: now come fafe to Land,

In golden Gobblets quaff the Wine,

* -His Syrian Wares and Voyage gain'd,

He, chiefet Darling of the Gods,
For twice a Year he plows the Main;
He rides the proud Atlntick Floods,
And yet makes fafe Returns agsin !

Me Chicory and Olives feed, ’
Me loos'ning Mallows nobly feaft ;
They give what Nature’s Wants can need,
And kindly fil the eafie Gpeft.
C

10

1y

20
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A Mind to ufe my prefent Store 2y
With Health and Life, but not fo long
As brings Contempt, ar cramps my Song 3

Grant this, 4pells, and T'ask no more.

O D E XXXIL
Zo bis Herp, whefe affifiance be defires.

IF underneath a Myrtle (hede,

When free from Bofinels, 1 hevo play’d
‘What may this Year, and more command ;
- Begin, fwect Harp, a Romas Stxain,
Thofe Meafures and thafe Tunes maintsin . |

Firft fruck by great lcews noble Hand,

He fierce in Arms, yet mid(t his Cares,
‘When Dangers preli'd, and seifie Wars,
And ftain’d his cherming Harp with Blood 3
Or when he ftem’d the angry Sess, te
Or when arriv'd he fat at eafe,
And laugh'd at all the fury of the Flood:

The Mufes he in founding Verfe
Would fing, and Fenys Praife rehesric,
With her attending wiaaton Boy : ({]
Or Lyco’s Face, furprizing fair,
With lovely Eyes, and aybura Hain,
By Nature fitted to eatice to Joy.

Great Pbabus Glory, Phebus Lawe,
And welcome to the Feafts of Feve 20
Thou, great Reliever of my Care,
Whene’er I beg thy aid, ateead s
Aflift the Verfoe of thy Friewd, .
Aad tne my Sougs for mighty Ga/ar’s Bar, oDE
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O D E XXXIL.

e comforss bis Friend, whe bad ill Ssecefi s»
bis Amonss.

'Ome, dry thine Eyes, sad cesic to mowm,
Think not too much on Glysers’s Scasa :
Let no complaining Songs prockaim,
That fhe, regardlefs of her Vows,
Her wanton Smiles beftows ]
Upon a later, and a meaner Flaree. ’

Fair Lycoris for Cyrus burss,
She loves, but nweets no kind returns
Hpnatur’d Pholoé Cyrws charms :
But fooner fhall the Lambs agree .
With cruel Wolves, than fle
Shall take fo bafc a ‘Wantom in her Arms,

Thus Venus fposts: the Rich, the Bk,
Unlike in Fortune, and in Face,
To difagrecing Love pravokes 5 - 1
When cruelly jocafe :
She ties the fatal Noofe, .
And binds Unequals to the brazea Yok,

This is the Fate that ¢l muft prove,
- 'The fure Unhappinefs of Lave; ko
Whiltt fairer Virgins did adore
And courted me, 1 Myrtale woo'd *
As rough as Advia’s Flood,
That bends the Creeks of the Calaérian Shove.

£33
Ce - ANA %
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O D E XXXIV.

He refolves to be religions, and follow Epicuruss
Philofopby. no more. '

I That but feldom did adore,
J 1, that ne God but Pleafure knew,

Whilt mad Philofophy did blind,

And Epicurus foold my Mind,

Muft keep that impious Courfe no more § 5
o8t turn my Sails, and fteer anew.

For an ove, with mighty force,

Wﬁimtze Skies.were ll%l-ight and clear,

Shot thro’ the Heav'n with poiated flame, . -
And thook the Univerfal Frame ; 10
He lately drove his thund’ring Horfe

And flaming Chariot thro’ the Air.

This fhook the Earth and wandring Streams,

This Noife diffurb’d the quiet Dead ;

Thro’ muddy Styx, thro’ all beneath, _ 5
And thro’ the fhady Walks of Death,

Quick Lightning fhot unufual Beams ;

'The Ghofts beheld the light, and fled.

He briogs the moft Obicure to light, :
And robs the Glorious of a Crown ; 20
Now tumbles down the mighty Proud,
And makes them koow there is a God 3
Now kicks the Lofty into Night,

And feats the Peafant in a Throne,

ODE
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O D E XXXV.

7o Fortune, whons be celebrates, and begs 1o
preferve Cfar.

Reat Goddefs, Antium’s Guardian Pow’r,
Whofe force is firong and quick to raife
‘The lowelt to the higheft place ;
Or with a wond’rous fall
Ta bring the haughty lower ; -y
And turn proud Triumphs to a Funeral:

The labouring Swain thy aid implores,.
His Pray’rs dre mixt of Fear and Hope,

. On thee depending for his Crop 3 .
The Merchants thee confefs, I
When “far remov’d from Shores,

And bow to thee the Miftrefs of the Seas.

To thee their Vows rough Germans pay,
. 'To thee the wahdring Scythians bend, )
Thee mighty Reme proclaims a Friend : 15
And for their Tyrant Sons
. 'The barbarous Mothers pray
Fo thee, the greateft Guardian of their Thrones :

They bend, they vow, and fill they fear
Left you fhould kick thelr Empire down, 26
And cloud the glory of their Crown ;.
They fear that you would raife
" The lazy Crowd to War,
And break their Empire, or confine their Praife;

* NWecefficy @il ftalks before, | ay
And leads the way with poys’nous Breath,
And all the Inftraments of Death; : _
Cs Sharg
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Sharp Swerds, and Wheels aad Racks,
That flow with putrid Gore, :
Ber lrexn Hand to fright the Nations {lakes. 30

Sure Hope, and Friendfhip cloath’d in white
Attend on thee, they (il semain
The chiefet Glories of thy Train;
. Tho’ you inrag'd retreat, v
And with a hafty flight, 3
‘Ehy Garment chang’d, forfake the falling Great.

But the bafe Crowd, the perjur'd Whore,
And when the Casks of Wine are dry,
The falfe Pretenders quickly fly;
They all refufe to bend : 49.
With the declining Poor,
And take the heavy Yoke to eafe their Friend;

Preferve Great Cefar, Cafor leads
To diftant Brisain, guide his Fate,
And keep the Glory of our State, Y
The Youth that moft infeft : ' ‘
With Arms the haughty Medes 5
And fcatter Fears and Slavery thro’ the Eaft,

I blufh at the difhogeft thow,
I die to fee the Wounds and Scars, : 59
Thofe Glories of our Civil Wars, '
What Sins, a curfed Age,
. Were we afraid to do,
And what bath fcap'd the fury of our Rage ?

What dread of Heav'n, or fears of Hell ‘ 55
Could ftop the Impious daring band ?
And was not every Shrine prophan’d ?

) ¢, ) °b|
—— S
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Oh, wouldft thou quickly whet
Our impious blaneed-Steel, -
'To fight the bold Arabian,. and the Gese?'

O D E XXXV
A Welcome o bis dear Friend Lamias

’Tls pioas Dutg now to praife,

With Incenfe; Songs, and facred Laye,-

And with & promis’d Heifes’s blood,
My Numida's kind Guardian God:-
Who fafely now return’d agai

From the remoteft Parts ;g;n,
To thronging Friends on every fide:

A thoufand Kiffes does divide ;

*But Deareft Lamia moft receives,

Aud takes as gladly as be gives :
Their equal Love at School began,
Both the fame Race of Virtue ran ;.
And both at once grew up to Man:
Be every Head with Garlands crown’d;.
Aud let the flowing Bow! go round :
Let fading Lillies and the Rofe

Their beauty and their {mells difclofe ;.
Let long-liv'd Parfly grace the Featt,.
And gently cool the heated Gueft:
Then all on beautcous Damalis

" $hall lofe their gloating wanton Eyes ;

But her no Charms no Nods fhal move, .

And none divide her from her Love ;
She fhall imbrace her young Gallant,
As twining Iyy clafps the growing Plant,

ens

C 4.

6o

)

20
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ODE



4 ODE XXXVII. Lis L

O D E XXXVIL

On Cafar’s Victory ever Antony and Cleopatra.

QW, now, ’tis time to dance and play,
And drink, and frolick all the Day ;
’Tis time, my Friends, to banifh Care;
And coflly Feafts,
With thankful Hearts, prepare

In hallow’d Shrines, and make the Gods your Guefts,

*T'was Treafon once to fport a Flask,.
And Sin to pierce the noble Cask,
Whilt nought but boading Fears were feen
For-llls to come ;
' When Egypr’s bauglity Queen,
‘With wither'd Eunuchs, threaten’d mighty Romse s

A Woman vain, whofe Hopes could rife
To fuch impofibilities !
A Woman drunk with fweet fuccefs 3
Whom {miling Fate
Had brought to dace no lefs
Than Cefar's Fortune, and the Roman State,

But foon her Pride to Fears retir'd,
When all her Ships were funk ‘or fir'd ; .
And real Dread poflefs'd her Mind,
When Cefar’s Oars
Did prefs fo clofe behind,
And bore his Navy to the frighted Shores,

(As Hawks purfue the trembling Doves,
Thro’ open Ficlds or fhady Groves ;

e
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Or as fwift Huatfmen chace the Deer
- Thro® Dhracian Phins,
That fly a5 wing’d with fear)
To bring the fml Monfter into Chains,

Bat She defign’d a nobler Fate,
And falling would appear as great
As when She fingly fill'd the Throns ;
No Fears betrsy'd,
Nor fled to Coafts unknowa
To live fecure, or meanly beg for Aid.

Her falling Throne with {iling look:
She boldly faw ; fhe dar’d provoke
Fierce Serpents rough with poys'nous trains,
To dart their Tongue,
*  And £l her dying Veins;
Growh furious now. oni Death refolv’d" {oiongz'

The ftout Liburnian Ships, the Fame
And latting glory of her Shame,
She eavy’d ; fhe, a Soul too proud,
Too haughty to be feen.
Amongft' the private Crowd, :
And grace 3 Triumph lefs than Egyps’s Queem

O D E XXXVIIL

45

35

He tells bis Boy that ke fbonld not take too much

care about bis Ensersainments.

" Hate, my Boy, I deeply hate
The ufclefs Perfian Pomp and State: - -
Crowns wrought with too much art difpleaf€’s-
Forbear to feek the bluthing Rofe,
Ot where the beautcous Lilly grows,
Such Toil difturbs our Eafe :
Cs
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- A negligent and Gmple Drefs S

Thoughts free from Cares will moft expeels;

‘Thy Front, my Boy, thy Front, and mive

A Myrtle Crown will beft become, o

Whiltt I fic and quaff at Home, '
Beneath my fhady. Vine,

Z¥e End of the fiuft Book..

ODES



O D E S.

The SEcoND Book.

ODE L 9 Porrtos
& defires bim te forbear writing Tragedies.till -
be. bad fettled the Siate.

AD Prifosers Goard, and Glory of the Bar,.
The Semate’s Oracle, and great n Whr.
Whofe Faith and Virtve a
To whom the German Triumph won

Eterml Fame,
And never-fading Glories of a Crown :

The Grounds and Vices of -our Wars,

Our Civil Dangers and our Fears,

The fport of Chance, snd torns of F:te,
And impious Arms that flow'd

"With yet unexpiated Blood ;.

The great Triumvirate,
And their Leagues fatal to the Roman State s A
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" A ous Work you write, and tread: :
° ° O'er Flames by treacherous Afhes hid ; 17

Yet this you write, and give to Fame
A lafting Monument of our Fathers Shame :-

But hold thy mourning Mufe, forbear
To tread the crowded Theater,
Till Quiet, fpread o’er State-Affairs, B '
Shill lend thee-time for meaner Cares ; C
And then infpir'd with Tragick Rage
" Return to the forfaken Stage,
And moura.the Faults and .Follies of tbe Age..

Methinks the Trumpet’s threatning Sound - 2
Difturbs our Reft with fierce Alarms,
And from the thining Arms
A dreadful Lightning fpreads around ;.
Tt darts pale Fear through ev'ry Eye, '
- The: Horfgs ftart, and trembliog Riders iy : 3.

Methinks the warlike Captains fhouts are heard,
With fordid dut how-glorioufly befmear’d!
In Blood I fee the Soldiers roul,
I.fee the World obey,
All yicld, and own great Ceefar’s Sway, 35
Except the ftubborn Caso’s haughty Seul :

Funo, and- Africk’s Guardian Pow’r,
That left their ruin’d Seats before,
Unable to revenge their Fall,
Hath now on Rome return’d Difgrace, . - 49
And offer’d up the ViCor’s Race
To great Fugursha’s Ghoft, and Hawnibal ;.

. What Land is free, what Phin
Not fatt'ned by the Roman Shio ?: ‘
' What.
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What cannot witnefs by the Graves it fhows 4
Our Empire’s fall, whofe Noife is fpread
Q'er Perfia and the diftant Mede,

The Sport and Laughter of our finiling Foes?

What Lake unftain’d before- )
ot knows our Wars, and fwells with Zatien Gore?: g0
What Sea’s not dy’d? On what unhappy Fleod,. ’

On what'remoter Coaft

Have not our Youth been loft;. :

Grown impioufly prodigal of their Blood? .

Enough, my Mufe, Complaints forbear,. g
With me to fhady Grots retire,

‘Thy Mourning ceafe, divert thy Care;: '
And there. with fofter. Touches move thy. Lyre..

O DE IL
The Free and Generons only are the bappy Mem.

E AR Friend, whofz generous Thoughts defpife -
The creeping Fears of Avarice,
How Silver looks, how mean and bafe,.
How much below the: common Brafs,.
Unlefs a moderate ufe refine, )
A value give, and make it fhine 2:

Kind Proculeins, juft.and. good,.

In Fame as noble as in Blood, .

Who with a Father’s-care did grant -

Supplies, and eas’d his Bothers Wane;
Long, long fhall live; {urviving Fame -
On lafting Wings {hall bear his Name:-

fo?
112

That Man .2 wider Bmpire gains,
That his owa' cravieg With reftraias, .
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- Than be whofe Sword and wide Command
Join diftant Spais and Libya’s Sand,
Than if they did his Arms obey,
And cither c-'nlup owa his Sway:

The Dropfies ftill by Drink éncreafe,
- §n vain are all eur hopes of Rafe;
The Jaws are dey, the Thirft remaiag,
Until the fatal Humours ceafe;
Until the caufe of the Difesfe
Shall leave the fwroln and craving Veins::

- Rhraates fixt in Cyrws Throne,
Ador'd like Perfia’s rifing Sun,
True Senfe, . that fcorns the People’s 'l'e&.
Nec'er ranks antong the bappy Bleft; :
Prom cheats of Words the Crowd fhe brings
To real Eftimate of thmgs.

To him fhe gives, to him aloae,

The Laurd, and the lafting Throne, .
Whofe Eyes can unconcerad behold-
The dazling Heaps of . thining Gold;
Whofe Mind doth never Wesich purfac,
Nor turn to make a fecond Viewr,

O D E IL

0

a5

3

He advifeth bis Friend Delius to be comtent;.

and live merrily,
N even Mind in ev’ry State,

Amidft the frowas and fmiles of Fate,.'

Dear mortal. Delis, slways thowr; .

Let not too much of cloudy Fear,

Nor too intemperate” Joys appear.
Ox to contrad, or tq.extend thy Brow : .

Whethicr
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Whether thy dall unhappy Years

Run flowly. clogg’d with Hopes and- Fears,

And fit too heavy on thy Soul;
- Or whether crowa'd on Beds of Flow'rs
Mirth foftly drives thy esfic Hours,

nd chears thy. Spirits with the choiceft Bowl.

Where Roplass witite, the lofty Pine.
And Myrtles friendly. branches }op.
And hofpitsble Shades

Wherenearapwthpringdnhg&
Tn windieg Streams, and fofily. chide

the interrupting Pebble as it flows:

Thete bring. thy Wine, thyodmfpnd,\
Let fading. Rofes crowa thy Head,
Whilt Time, %08 Age and Life will bears.

For you muft leave your Groves, your Houfe,

And Farnd, whiee yellow Zber lows;.

nd thy heap'd Wealth fhall fill thy greedy Heir.

For, whether fprung from Royal Blood,
Or frem the maaneft of the Crowd, -
>Tis all a Cafes for nought can fave: .
The Hand of Fate doth firike atall, .
And thou art furely. doom’d to fall

« Sacrifice to the impartial Grave.

Our Lots are caft, Fate fhakes the Urn,

And each Man’s Lot muft take his torn; .

Some foon leap out, snd fome more late:

But #ill ’ris fore each Mortal's Lot

Will doom his Soul to Charon’s Boat,
‘o.bear th’ eternal Banifhment of Fate,

T

IO:a

35

ODE
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O DE 1V

Zo Xanthias Phoceus, who fell in Lm mtbv
bis Captive:

DE AR Xantbias, 'tisa faulty Shame,
Blufh not to own a noble Flime
Rais'd by thy Captive’s-Charma;
The fair Briféis once could move-
. Achilles fubborn:Soul to Love,. i
And force the haughty  Heroe to.ber Arms:: A

u

Tvemeffa’s Charms fubdu’d her Lord,
And conquéring 4jsx foon adoe’d 3.
By fair Caffandra’s Eyes,
When Hedor fell, and left ImDof [
. To weary Gresks an cafy Prey,

R'en midft his Triumph great Asrides-dies..

See what a beauteous Majdly,
And how commanding is her Eye;
Her Look proclaims her States -
She mourns, fhe mourns a Royal Raes;. ‘
And Parents cqusl - to her Face,

And grieves to fee fo ftrange & whirl of Fate,

Ne'er think her, Friend, of common Blood;
Nor fprung from the difhoneft Crowd. 30
A Mind fo bravely.bold,
So chaft as to-refift the Arts.
That take the-mean unguarded Hearts, :
“The force of prefling Youth, and Charms.of Gold:

Her Face, her Neck, her Breat and Arms . a5
* Lpraife; not taken with her Charms
Sufpi~
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Sufpicious Thoughts remove; 30
Let almoft forty feeble Years )
Secure thy Mind from jealous Fears,

And tell that Horace is too old for Love.

ODE V.

To bis Friend, in Love with a young Girl.

HY Hecifer, Friend, is hardly broke,
Her Neck uneafy to the Yokes

She cannot draw the Plough, nor bear
. 'The weight of the obliging Steer :
In flowry Mecads is her Delight, )
Thofe charm her Tafte and pleafe her Sights
Or clfe the flies the burning Beams,
To quench her Thirft in cooler Streams;
Or, with the Calves, thro’ Pattuces plays,
And waatons all her eafy Days:
. Forbear, defign no hafty Rape
On fuch a green, uatimely Grape:
Soon ruddy Autumn will produce
Plump Clufters, ripe, and fit to ufe: .
She now that flies fhall then purfue, iy
She now that’s courted doat on you:
For Age whirls on, and every Year
It takes from Thee it adds to Her:
Soon Lalage, thall foon proclim
Her Love, nor bluth to own her Flame: g0
Lov'd more, for fhe more kindly warms
‘Than Phloé coy, or Cleris Charms,
So pure her Breaft, {o fair a White,.
As in a clear and fmiling Nighe,
In quiet Floods the Silver Moon . g
Or Cretan Gyges never fhone:
Who, plac’d among the Maids, defies.
A skilful Stranger’s prying Eyes;
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So {mooth his doubtful L.coks appear,
So loofe, fo Womanifh his Hait,

ODE VI Tanrr:Mlus.

Being 20 go inmso Spain with Auguftus agai
" Cantabrians, He wifbes for & guiet Reire
' bis 0ld Age.

SEplim'm that muft ftern the Main,
And go with rhe to "diftant Spain;
To fierce Cansabrians never broke,

“As yet unlearn’d to bear out Yoke:
And Syrtes Sands, where th* Ocean roats,
And rowling Waves wath fwarthy Moors;
Maiy Tibur’s Walls, the Tufecan Scat,
‘Afford my Age o fafe Retveat, T

©h! there, now tir'd with Wars and Seas,
May I enjoy a bappy Eafet:

J£ Fate denies this fmall-Defire,

My bafty fteps fhall fooa retive

Where fmooth Galefus cuts its Way;
Around whofe Banks white Fieeces play,
And felt Phalantus ealy Sway :

Oh, how thofe little Prins do plesfe,
How fit for Happinefs and Eafe!

Where Honey fills the-Combs, and frives-
With fair Hymettus* fwreetet Hives:
Where Olives crown the fruitful Soil,
Yiceld not to the Vemafrian Oyl:

Where Springs are long, and Winter’s mild,
Nor hoary Froft deforms the Field;
Where Bacchus friendly Mountains fpread,
And Almon rears his fruitfol Head; -
Where choiceft. Grapes in Clufters twine,
Nor envy. the Falernion Vine:
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Thefe happy Seats mufl us receive,
There you and I, desr Friead, mud live,
rill Death’s approaching Hands furgrize,,
And clofe thy Poct Horace Eyess

Then you a little Tomb fhall rear,

And cool my Athes with a pious Tear,

O DE VI

A Welcome o bis Friend Pompey.

DEar Pompey! that hatt often tryd,
Whilft omce we fought on Brums fide,
How near pale Death rough Wars attends;
‘What Genius now hath dent thee home,
And who reftor’d thee back to Rewn,

- Pompey, the bett of all. my Friends?

With whom, in Mirth and Wine and Play,. .
Whilt fweetelt Rofes crowa'd my Head,
And did- their fragrant Odours fprend,

. § often broak the lingring Day:

The bloody Wars, Philippi’s Bield,
Tgnobly having loft my Shield,

With thee I faw, focure from Wound,
I faw the flight, when haughty Proud
To Cefar’s fironger Virtue bow'd,

And bafely bit the bloody Grouad :

Me Mercury fecur’d from Fears,

" He kindly wrape me up in Night,
And fav’d me from the dangerous Fight,
But thee the Tide bore back to Wars:

Now then reflord to Eafe and Ref,
Pay Fove thy Thaoks and promis'd Feaft ;

9 1)

1%
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Now tir'd with Wars, from Danger fice,
Beneath my cool and pleafing Shade,

On flow’ry Beds fupinely laid,

Enjoy the Casks defign'd for thee:

Sce here they ftand, thefe Bowls employ,
Forgetful Wine profufely pour,

From largeft Sheils rich Oyntment fhour,
There’s no Extream in seal Joy 3

Who Parfly twines, or Myrtle Boughs
To grace our Mirth; and fhade our Brows¥
Who Crowns prepares for ev'ry Gueft?-
‘Whom will the bappy Dye defiga

The juft Difpofer of the Wige,

And great Controuler of the Feat¥

Let Mirth, and Joy, and Wine attend;
I muft be mad, F muft sppesr

As wild as the mad Thracians ares

Tis decent at the Welcome of a Friend,

ODPE VIIL
Zo bis forfwors Mifirefs.

Arine, did Revange o'ertake-
And blaft as oft as you deceives
Were but one Nail, one Tooth more black;.
Thy Vows I would it laft believe.

But ftill more fair, more bright thy. Face,
More Crowds df Lovers flock to view;
4s each falfe Oath procur'd a Grace,
And. tempted thee to prove untrues
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Tt profits thee to be forfworn

By all that other Mortals fear, 10
Th'eternal ‘Gods, -thy Mother’s Urn,

By whirling Heav’n, and ev’ry Star:

The merry Nymphs approve thy arts,
And Venus fair forgives thy wiles, :
And Cwpid, fharpning flaming Darts 13
On bloody Whetflones, gently fmiles: '

Befides new Slaves ftill flack to thee,
And happy. He that takes the chainj

And thofe that threaten to be free .
Forgive the Jilt, and ferve again: 20

‘Thee ftill the thrifty Father fears,
And Mothers for their wanton Boys;
New Brides, left you detain their Dears,
.And rob them of their promis'd Joys.

O DE IX

He advifeth bis Friend to grieve no more for dead
MyQes-

OT always Snow and" Hail and Rain
Defcend, and beat the fruitful Plain;
Not ruffling Storms @il tofs the Cafpian Floods :
Not ev’ry Month doth lazy Froft -
Bind up th'drmenian Coaft,
Nor furious Srorms Qill vex the groaning Woods :

Call'd forth by Sixing’s enliv’x;iﬁg Breeze
The Leaves return to naked Trees; . S
But you, dear Friend, fill mourn in weepihg Sraias-
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Loft Myffes; when Noon bums the Skics,
When Night comes on, or when it flis,
No change appears, thy Love and Grief scoagins:

Yet aged Neffor dry'd his teats,
His grief was fharter than his yearss
Nor did he #ill his dying Sen beweail :

His Sifters, and the Ilrz:; Train,
And Priam wept, but {mil’d ageis,
Nor always mourn'd young Treilus hafty fall.

Thy foft compleists at hat forbess,

Let mirth fucceed, and {miles sppess,
Yoet's fing, and Cefar be our lofty Themes

How rough Nipbates Hills obey, ,

And Tigris bound by Cafar’s feay - ,
Lefs farious grows, and rouls @ milder fiream,

The Scythians now, with broken Boves,
Confin’d to their own Froft and Snows,
‘Fave cool'd the raging Fury of their Pride;
In narrow Bounds, with nimble Force,
They ride their fierce impetaous Horfe,
And view with longing Eyes the Roman Side.

ODE X
4 widdle State of Life is befs.
Wl SE they, that, with a cantious Fear,
Not always thro’ the Ocean fieer,

Nor, whilt they think the Winds will roar,
Do thruft too near the rocky Shore:
To thofe that chufe the golden Mean
The Waves are {mooth, the Skies ferene ;
They vesnt the bafenefs of the Poor’s reteost.
And cavy'd Houfes of the Great, s

. - b
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xms often vex the lofry Oak, .
gh Mountains fed the Thuaders firosk; 10
d lofty Towers, whea Wiads prevaily

e ruin’d with a greater fall:

Breaft prepar’d i cithor Gaee

fears or l!::p; a :’:me of Fates

s Fove, the fame thae Winkes bringe i5
dmﬁﬁmlhymw;:-

o’ Fortune nove contrads ber braw,

d frowns ; yet ‘eenill not ftill be fo:

ollo fometimes Mirth purfues,

1 Harp awakes i::l Qeepy Mulz, »
i always bends his tweaining Bowr:

den Fortuge fends 3 flormy Wind,

en fhow a brave and prefent Mind:

d when with teo indulgeat Gales : .
¢ fwells too much, then furl thy Sails. a§

ODE XL
He advifesh bis Friend to live wervily.

VHAT fierce Cansakrians, what the Sorbisss dase;
Make, Friend, no object of thy cwre;
Whilt raging Floods, and Adris’s Tide,
Confine theit forca, and arms divide
sure we laugh at all the threats of War: ' 5

t Do cogeern, no esres for Life

It lafts not long, and asks not much:

But fee our Years do fwiftly move,

Our nimble Youth and Beayty fades,

Dry Age with cases will crowd our Heads, 10
d leave no Room for eafy Roft and Love:

jng Flowers not always equal besutios wear; |
Neor Moons with equal Beams appear
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As when at full they brightly fhin'd;
Then why fhould you difturb your Mind,
So much too narrow for eternal Care?

Why, underneath a pleafing Myxtle fhade,
On flow’ry Banks fupinely laid,
Are we {o {low to fpend a Day;
And, whilit grey Hairs are crown’d with Rofe,
Or odorous Oyl our Heads o’ciflows,
Drink all our troubles and our cares away?

Brisk Bacehus foon will fordid cares refine,
And make dull Melancholly fhine; -
What Boy waits there, what Boy, to bring
Some cooler fircams from yonder Spring,
To quench the fury of my flaming Wine ?

What ready Servant waits to call my Mifs,
And who coy Lyde will entice?
Bid Zyds come, we are in hafle;
Bid Lyde come, her Harp prepare,
Like Sparzans loofely bind her Hair;
For Love may cbb, and then her time is paft.

ODE XIL 7o MxcENAS.
Wars and Battels are not a Subjec? fis for bis Maf
but Love and Lycimnia be cam fing.

THE ftout Numantines lingring fall,
The Romans Scourge dire Hannibal,
No more, my learned Lord, require,
No more the raugh Sicilian Flood
Dy'd decp with Carthaginian blood,
To fit to the foft meafures of the Zyre :

S nt - - - ) N¢

4
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Nof Centaurs eager to engage,

Nor fierce Hylaus drunken rage,

Nor Giants, tam’d by Heresles,

Who dar'd to reach old Sazurn’s Crown,
Who dar'd to ftorm his fhining Throne,

nd break the quict of cternal Eafe;

And you, my Lord, with equal flights,
Great Cefar’s Wars and conqu'ring Fights
Shall better tell in lafting Profe;

And how in triumph Cefar led

The Perfian and the haughty Mede,

nd fcatter’d Slavery midft his threatning Foes:

My Mufe bids me imploy my Verfe,
And foft Lycimnia’s Songs rehearfe;
She bids me all ber charms improve,
Her taking air, her fhining eyes,

By Nature fitted to furprize ;

nd Mind fill faithful to thy matual Love:

Lycimnia fair, the PridelRome, @B
How well her charms and arts become!
How movingly her beauty pleads,
‘When ‘toying fhe and richly dreft,

At Great Diana’s folemn Feaft,

igins the Dance, and leads the beauteous Maids!

For what Achemenes poflett,
And for the Wealth of all the Eaft,

Would you, my Lord, exchange your Fair?

Would you, my Lord, for all the Gold
The ftuft Arabians Houfles hold,
tchange one braid of fweet Lycimnia’s Hair?

b

6t
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When-e'er her Head the gently, moveg, .
To take the earne@ of her Loyes,
A balmy Kifs; ‘o5 dJfg. denies
With eafig, fapwardngfs, which. thows 4
That fhe,is. mase content to lofe.
Than he that begs to win.the Prize;

:Or when fhe runs to {natch an eager Kifs.

O D E XL

"Upon a Tree that was like to fall upon bim as be
was.watking in bis Ficld,
" A Fatal Star did then command
The Skies, and. guide. his, impious hand
Who planted thee, to the difgrace
.Of’s Farm, and rujn of his Rage: _
" 3Tis certain he his Father. kill'd, 5
He flew, and fed upon his Childs )
He ftabb'd his Friend befare his: Gad,,
And fhin'd the Image with his blood;
To him Medea'searts were, known, o
“he whole Warld’s Sins he made his own, .10
Who firft difgrac’d my. Field wijth theg,
Thou impious Stock, thau curfed Tre,
Thou curfed Tree, whofe haty fall
Pefign'd thy. Mafter’s Funeral : :
What cach thould fly is fcldom known, s
‘We unpravided are undone:
The Waves that feam round Thracian Shares,
Are dreaded by the fivarthy Moors, )
They think cold Death doth ufe to-trace
The Snow ard frozen Hills of Thrace, . gz °
Nor fear it from a warmer. place:
The Roman dreads the Darts, the Foree,
#And conquering Fiights of Parthian Horfes "
The
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Nor did the fierce.Orion care
To hunt his Lyos, or his flying Bear,

ODE XIV.
Life is foort, and Death unavoidable.

THE whiling Year, Ab Friend! the whirling Year

Rouls on apace;

And foon fhall Wrinkles plough thy wither’d Face:
In vain you wafte your pious Breath,
No Prayers can ftay, no Vows defer

The fwift approach of Age, and conqu’ring Death

No, tho’ ten thoufand Oxen ftain’d his Shrines
With facred Blood,
Shouldft thou appeafe th’ inexorable God:
He opens, and he fhuts the Grave ;
Geryon’s triple Soul confines,
Apd ftubborn Gyges with the Stygiss Wave:

"That fatal Wave that mult be pafs'd by all;
The Rich, the Poor,
Are doom'd alike to view the Szygian Shore :
The Knaves and Fools, the Wife and Juft,
The Kings as well as Clowns muit fall;
And undiftinguifh'd lie with meaner Duft:

Ia vain we all retreat from dangerons War,
) - And live ia eafe;
In vain we thun the rage of angry Seas :
The burning Fevers Autumn brin
In vain we fly, and idly fear

The Plagues that Soﬁth-\yinds bear on fickly Wings:

20

For
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all the Stygisn Waves are doom’d to pafs, 2y
We all muft go
d view Cocytws wandring Streams belowr:
We all muft fee the lafting Chains-
That hold curft Danaus his Race,
d Sifyphus condemn’d to-endlefs Pains: 3b

1y Children muft be left, thy Lands and Houfe,-
Thy pleafing Wife,
sat happy Comfort and Delight of Lite;
Of all the Trees thy hands reftor'd,
None but the Cyprefs hated boughs 33
all follow their fhert-liv’d decaying Lord ;-

e Wines you keep fo clofe thy worthier Heir-
Shall foon poflefs,
od wafte midft waoton Luxury and Eafe;
Much noblet Wiae the fquandring Youth 40
Shall fpill, and coftiier Feafts prepare, ’
un ever pleas’d-a pamper'd Abbo’s Tooths:

ODE Xv.
On she luxary of she Age.

UR Squares fill rife, our Ficlds decreafe,
And now the Ploughs muft ruft in eafe;
New Motes are dug, large Ponds we make
That rival ¢’en the Lucrine Lake :
Round lofty Firs weak Ivy twines, 5
Unmarry’d Plages profufely fpread
A ufelefs melancholy Shade
‘er larger Fields than marry'd Elms and Vines :

Our Beds of Rofes, Myrtle Bow’rss S
And all the luxury of Flow’ss, 10
. D3 Thewe
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Their fruitlefs fhades and fmells afford: -

They now thofe fraiful Grounds pofiefs

Where Otives rofe avith vaft increafe,
And with great bounty fed the former Lord:

Thick Laurels plac’d by purling Streams

Shut out the Mid-day’s burning Beams,

And give us Shade to drink and play;

Was this by Romulus allow’d ?

Was this the way our Fathers fhow'd
To rife to Empire, snd extend oar Sway ?

No; then each fingle Man’s Eftate
Was fmall, the Publick Stock was great,
The Publick Weal imploy’d their Care;
No private Man profufely skill'd
Did then his large Piszza’s build,

To take cool Breezes of the Northera Air:

The little Hut, their Fathor’s Haufe,
The Laws forbad them to refufe,
But live content in mean Abgads;
Enjoyning all their Shrines and Towns
To build with new and coftly Stones,
To grace their Country, and to pleafe their Gods,

ODE XVIL
The contented Man the moft bappy:

OR Eafe the Seaman asks the Gods,
- When tofi'd in the Egasn Floods ;
When darknefs fpreads to heighten fears,
And not one friendly Star appears;

For Eafe the warlike Thwsinns plead,
The Perflan and the quiser’d Med ;.

13

20
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For Eafe, too precivus to be fold
For coftly Gems, or bouglit 'with Geld:

Por neither Power nor Wailth conmnroal
The fad diforders of the Sutl, :
Nor yet remove the- Cares that wait
About the Palace of the Great :

Bleft be with little, on Wwhufe thrifty Bomd
That Salt ftill fhines ttet <alld bis Pather Liord
No vexing fears his Breaft cah feize,

Nor fordid Luft will break his eafe :

- Why thofe exttnded Cetes, and Strife, -
And trouble for fo fhort a Life ?
Why do we ply our Sails and Oarsy,
And fondly vifit foreign Shores?

Can he that flies bis Country find-
That he can leave bimfelf behind? -

® For bantful Care will ftill prevail,

« And overtake us under Sail;

It dogs the Horfeman clofe behind,
More {wift than Roes; or ftormy Wind,

" A Man comtented with' his prefat doom
€ates to look on for what’s to come;
With Mirth he {weetens bitter Fates

There is no perfo@® happy State.

The fout Ahilks dy'd m hafte,

Long Age did old Tishmms wnftes
‘Thole Yesrs it Thne denies to thee
Perhaps his Hand thall rexch to me:

Dy.
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Round thee ten thoufand Heifers: low,
Stout Oxen bend beneath thy Plow;
In thy gilt Coach neigh gen’rous Mares,
Thy Purple fhines as bright as Stars;
Around thee Wealth and Plenty wait,
With all the luxury of Fate: .

A Farm as large as my Defire,

With fome few heats of Lyrick fice,

On me hath bounteous Fate beftow’d,
\With Pride enough to fcorn the Crowd.

ODE XVI. 7o MECENAS.

He is refolv’d not to [urvive bim, and comgratul
bis Recovery,

HY am I kil'd with thy Complint?
*Tis more than any God will graat,
’Tis more my Lord, than' I can bear,
That you, on whom my Hopes rely,
That you, my great Support, fhould dye,
And Jeave thy melancholly Horace here:

Did you, my better Half, decay,
For what fhould 1, the other, flay?
What Comfort could compofe my Mind,
When neither whole, nor yet fo dear
I fhould be doom’d to linger bere,

And fecl my worfer part flill lefc behind?

The fame black Day fhall feize on both,
Itis a fixt and foledhn Oath,
We'll go, I've fworn, we both will go;
Tho’ you may. firft. begin the Race,
Yl follow with a nimble pace,

8ad join -you e'er you sesah the Waves below.

4
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Did fierce Chimera dart her fire,
To make my frighted Soul retire, 20
Yet ftill I would attead your State;
Tho’ hundred-handed Gyas rofe,
In vain fhould all his Strength oppole,
For Juftice bids, and ’tis approv'd by Fate:

Whatever Star did at my Birth prevail, i5
Whether my Fate was weigh'd in Libra’s Scale,
Or Fatal Scorpio’s beams did fhine: - .

Or Capricorn’s difturbing rays,
Thofe Tyrants of the Weftern Seas,
*Tis firange how much your Stars confent with mine: 3¢

From Saturn’s fatal influence

Fove’s milder rays were your Defence,

He clog'd the wings of hafty Death;

When thrice, with an aufpicious Voice,

The States of Rome proclaim’d their Joys, 35
And with their own fupply’d your fading Breath: '

My Head had 'felt a falling Oak,

But Famnus did divert the ftroak;

Faunus, the Witts kind Guardian God :

The Shrine you vow'd the Gods prepare, 40

Let offer'd Bulls reward their Care : i
For me a Lamb fhall fhed his meaner Blood.

ODE XVIIL
. Againft Covetoufnefs.

NOr Ivory, nor Indian Stuff,
Nor Gold adorns my gaudy Roof;
No Cedar Beams prefs coftly Stone
From Quarries of the torrid Zone,
Ds Where
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‘Whére burning Rays the Marble mould;. ¥
‘And join the Mafs with flowing Gold :.
Nor yet have I, an Heir unknoven,
E'er feiz’d on Astabes his Throne ;
No honeft Chients hang my Rooms
With Purple firetche on Tyrian Looms : 1o
But yet I make a fair pretence

" Xo Honefty and Innocence,
And flere of Wit, and thefe compleat,
And make me fought to by. the Great:: A
This is my Weealth, This all my Store, 13
Content, I ask the Gods no nrote;

"Nor my great Friends: O bounteous Fate, .
How happy in my mean Eftate !
Days puth on Days with equal pace,
New-Moons fill hafte to the Decreafe, . 20
But you, ¢'ea whilt the Bell doth toll,

‘And fadly warn thy. flying Soul, _

Rich Stones provide, large Piles you rear,.
Unmindful of your Sepulcher:

* Thy Moles, and thy incroaching Mounds-. 29-
Remove the Floods to fireighter bounds, .

For greedy you would feem but poor
Confin'd by Nature’s narrow- Shore :

~Nay more, .you leap the facred Bounds,

‘And feize your meaner Clients Grounds; : 30
No Fence too high, no Ditch too.deep
For wealthy Injury to leap:
Expell'd by greedy. Avarice,
The Wife with her dear Husband flies, .
With all her Gods, (0 weak.defence.: 3%s
For poor and injur'd Innocence, .
They fuffer in the common harms)
And fordid Infants in her Arms:
Yet after all this toil and heat,

?\This Fraud and Treachery to be great, . : Tﬁ -

5
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¢ laft Retreat the Rich moft have,
¢ laft and fureft, if the Grave:
hat wrouldft -thou more ? to Swains snd Lords -
equal room juft Barth affords, ]
»r does the take a Prince’s Bones 45
ith greater rev’rence than a Clown’s : -
?er {urly Charm, brib'd with Gold, -
ings back the Cunming or the Bold; .
or will he waft Promwtbens o'er,
i land him on the liviog Shore: : §o -
'oud Tantalus and all his Line,
o’ Kings, his lafting Chains confine; -
% whether we his aid implore
r not, he’s ready flill to eafe the Poor, -
e him from waat, and place him on the bipyyshwe-

ODE" XIX.
In Praife of Bacchus.

BOR N out by an unufual Rage
I faw (believe it, future Age) .
Where Bacchus taught the Nymphs a Song,
Ini diftant Vales; from ev’ry Wood
" With prickt-up Ears the Satyrs ftood, I
ttd {miling Fauns compos’d a li'ning Throng.:

Eve ! new Fear difturbs my Soul, -
With troubled Joy my Paffions roul,
Whilft full of the impetuous God:’
Evee ! fpare, mighty Liber, fpare, 10
Urge not the violent Rage too far: ‘
¢, Liber, dreadful with thy angry Rod:

Now boldly T can fpeak thy Praile,-
Rehearfe the:ftubborn Thyades, - -
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Too fierce to bear the eafie Yoke:

Thy fireams of Wine, thy milky Spring,

And in repeated Numbers fing '
Diftilling Honey from the melting Oak :

Thy happy Bride’s refulgent Hairs,
That grace the Skies with brighter Stars ;.
What Fate the impious Theban ftrook,
How Aunt and Mother ftrangely tore
-"The trampling Wolf, and rooting Bore ;
And fierce Lycurgus falling by bis hook :

Indus and Ganges own thy fway,
And thee the barb’rous Seas obey-;-
You flufh’d o'er craggy Mountains lead,
O’er Hills and Dales, o’er Springs and Lakes,
The Thracian Rout, whilft barmlefs Snakes

In innocent folds twine round each drunken Head.

When impious Giants climb'd on high,
And dar’d to ftorm thy Father’s Sky ;
Thy fingle Hand fecur’d bis Crown -
You, with a Lyon’s dreadfu] Jaws
And frightful Nails, retriev’d the Caufe,
Bold Rbetss quelld, and fav'd the falling Throne:

Tho’ much more us’d to foft delight,
Unfit, unable fora Fight
You once were thought, and doom’d to Eafe :
:Yet, when your Heat and Virtue rofe, '
What fury feiz’d your hauglity Foes?

How cqually inclin’d to Wars and Peace?

When beauteous with. your gawdy Horn.
You did from Hell's black Shades return,
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‘Thee Cerberus faw, and fhow’d the Way ;- 4
He wag’d his tail, grew wond’rous kind, ‘
He lick'd thy feet, he fawn'd and whin'd ;

Nor did one Grin an impious Rage betray,

O D E XX -
He promifeth bimfelf immortal Faume.

NO weak, no common Wing fhall bear
My rifing Body thro’ the Air;
Now chang’d I upward go 3
Pl grovel here on Earch no more,
More high than Eavy’s {elf can foar, s
I leave Mortality and things below :

Not me, not me, the meagly born,
Whom the proud Fools and haughty fcorn,
Not me fhall Death controul :
Not I, whom you I know not what, 10
Mucenas, call, will yicld to Fate :
Nor fhall the Stygian Waves confine my Soul :

Rough Skin o’er both my Legs is fpread,
And fhining Feathers crown my Head 5.
Above I'm turn'd a Swan: 19
Oer both my Hands light Plumes do fpring,
My Arm is chang’d into a Wing, ’
And now I move with greater fpeed than Man=

On ftronger, and on {wifter Wing,
Than Icarus fled, I rife and fing ; 20
A founding Bird 1 foar :
T fee the diftant Northern Pole,
Il fec the Southern Billows roul, _
Aad fpread my Wings o'ér Bofphorss groaning Shore. My
: hy ¥
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"My Songs {hall to the Colobim Bats,
And German, tht conooels bis Fems -
Of Roman Troops, be known :
The Moors, and #n my asmerous Verfe
The Scythians skill'd, fhall Songs rehearfe: -
The Spaniard too, and be that drinks. the Rbdne,

Mourn nox, no friendly drops muft fal,
No fighs attend my Funeral,
Thofe common Deaths ray crave : -
Let no difgraceful Grief appear,
Nor damp my Glory with 2 Tear:
‘And fpare the ufclefs Honours of a Grave. .

Tbe End of the Second: Book. .

ODE
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The Tuirp Boox..

ODE I
Not WWealtl or - Honoar , bwt. Peace and Quiet~ -
nefs makes a. bappy Life.

Egon, begon, I hate yeall,® {
Both you great Vulgar, and you fmﬂ
.Nor Myfterics, Propbane, bebold:
_To Boys and Maids unRain’d with -
Crimes
“The Mufes Prieft; in facred Rhimes, s :
Doth unknown Songs, and wondrous Truths unfold.

The awful Kings o’er Nations {way,

Their Subjes tremble and obey;.

The Kings themfelves are rul'd by Fove,-

Who broke the Giants Pride, and wen - 10
Eternal fafety to his Throne, -

_Aad by his pow'rful. Nod doth all things move. one.
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One Man dotli larger Ficlds pofiefs,

‘One'ftands more fair for Offices,

The drudging Darling of tlie Crowd ;

Whilt One his Manners, or his Friends,

Or his oblequious Triin commends,
And-One in- Fame is greater, or in Blood.

Yet equal Death doth ftrike at all ;

"The baughty Great and humble Small,

She ftrikes with an impartial Hand ;

She fhakes the vaft capacious Urn,

And each Man’s Lot muft take its turn ;
Thro’ ev'ry Glafs fhe prefles equal Sand.

- Whil Swords hung o'er proud Damsocles,
Not all the Tyrant’s Sweets could pleafe 5
Not Mufick’s Airs could. calm his Breaft :
The black remembrance of his Faults,

. Still crowding back upon his Thoughts,

Difturb’d and robb’d his troubled Soul of Reft.

But humble Quiet ne’er flies o'er

The lowly Cottage of" the Poor %

The plealing Shade and purling Streams

She loves to haunt, flie loves the Plains,

And cheers the Plough-man loos'd from Pains
With Rill Secucity, and eafy Dreams,

He that defires but what’s enough
Againtt the force of Fate is Proof :
Unftain’d he lives, and pure from Sin :
Let violent Tempefts break the Woods,
And angry Whirlwinds tofs the Floods 3
He @il bath Quict, and a Calm within 3
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Let Hail his ripning Olives beat,
Or let them (hrink. with too much heat,
His barren Field deceive his Hopes ; 45
©Or let his naked Trees comphin _
Of too much Drought, or too much Rain ;
Or Froft untimely nip his rifing Crops.

Now il our flately Squares encreafe, e
The Fith will find their Ocean lefs ; 5o
The Moles thrown.in extend the Shore ;
The Lord, grown weary of the Land,
Now builds upon the Ocean’s Sand,

And fcorns the Bounds that Nature fix'd before':

But Fear, and.melancholy Cares attend, 55
And where the Matter climbs, afcend 3 L
They foon o’ertake his flying Mind :

Born on by the fame nimble Gales,
‘They prels the Poop where-c’er he fails,
‘And when he rides black Care fits clofe bebind. Go

Well then, fince neither Gold, nor. Gain,

Can Quiet bring, or Fears reftrain ;

Since Purple, bright as fhining Stars,

€an ne’er difpel our cloudy Cares ;

Since all the Spices of the Eaft - o 65
Can never calm our. troubled Breaft,..

Why fhould I madly toyl, to raife

On envy'd.Pillars Palaces ? o
. Why fpend my Time, and wafte my Health?

Why fhould I irive to change my Field, 70-
And thofe Delights my'Farm can yield,
Fao larger Lands, and more difturbing.Wealth ?

e

ODE
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ODE IL

Youth muft be bred in Wars and Want, and ¢
20 $¢ Religions.

LE T vig'rous Boys be train'd to bear
The freights of Poverty in War 3
Be hardly bred, improve their Force,
And bravely gall the Parthian Horfe;.
And let the Perfians trembie at his Spear ;-

And let him live and Je abroad,
’Midft Dangers, Slaughters, Fears, and Blood 3
Be tofs’d with o)l the Storms of Fure; bn¢
And harden'd up to prop the Stwre ;
His Country fave, and rife imo a God :

Him from their Walls, when fierce in War,
- Let Tyrants Mothers view, sad fear
And let their Brides defpairing figh,
Ah, may not my unskilful Spoufe
That furious Lion madly reufe,
How fierce he drives, shd how our- Armies fly !

He nobly bleeds, he bravely dies,

That falls his Countrys $acrifice 5

The flying Youth fwift Fate o'ertakes,
Tt firikes them thro’ their trembling Backs,
* And runs voe faft for nimble Cowardice.

Virtue, unleara’d to bear the bufe -

And fhameful baflé of Difgrace,

Nor takes nor quits the tott’ring Throne,

As fickle Crowds fhall fisilewr frown ; .
Noc from their wav'ring Breath teceives the Place =
GG a ’ T )
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ue Virtue, that unbars the Sky

+ thofe that are 190 hrave to die,

ro’ wondrous Ways doth upward go,

»ns the bafe Earth wnd Crewd below ; 30
with a foaring Wing fill mounts en high :

d juft Rewards the Gods decree

¢ fair, obedient Piety ;

t He that fcorns or fcoffs his God,

blabs his Myfteries abroad, - 3
ive in the ame Houfe, or fail with me :

- fove doth heedlels Thander throw,

1 mix the Geod and Bad below :

:dame Revenge 1ill ftalks behind,

's flowly dog the guilty Mind, Py
aly ftays to give the furer Blow.

O D E I’

virtnans Mas fears noshing.  Juno's Speech
vg the Gods, in bebalf of the Roman Empire.

[By amother Hand,]

IE, who by Principle is fway'd,
In Truth and Juftice fill the fime,
weither of the Croud afraid,
rho’ civil Broiis the State inflame ;
: to a haughty Tyrant’s Frown will ftoop, $
) a raging Storm, whea all the Winds are vp.

uld Nature with Convulfions fhake,

truck with the fiery Bolts of Feve ;

: final Doom, and dreadful Crack,

anapt his confiant Coueege move : F
By,
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By Arts like thefe, Akides fam’d in Wars,
Was to the Gods advanc’d, and Poldsx to the Stars.

With thele Augsfius, Heavenly Guett,
Sits down, . and puts the Near round :-
Thefc Arts brought Bacchus to the Feaft, (]
By Tygers drawn, with Godhead erown’d ;
Thefe rais’d Quirinus to the blefs'd Abodes ;
When Funo fmiling thus befpoke th’ aflembled Gods. .

A foreign Dame and foolifh Boy,
Who by falfe Judgment arg’'d my Hate; W
Confpir'd to ruin wretched Tioy,
And haften’d its untimely_ Fate; '
E'er fince the Founder of that perjur'd Houfe
Deny'd the Gods their due, and broke his foleqan Vows.

I to Minerva join'd my Pow'r, . 3 3
To cruflr that vile detefted Race ;-
OMd Priam’s Palace is na morey
And Helen's fair bewitching Face ;
My Greeks are fated with their Phrygian blood,
"Pho’ Heddor's Sword fo long their conqu’ring- Arms with~
_ (ftood. 30
Here all our mutual Quarrels cesfe ; -
At length the ten Years Toil is done 5.
Great Mars my Anger fhall appeafe,
And T accept his warlike Son : -
Here let him with immortal Beings fit, 3
With Neczar crown the Bow),and gracethe Realms of Light,

Whiltt he enjoys eternal Eafe,
And Troy's demolifh'd Tow’rs
Ave parted by the middle Seas-
From fair Italia’s Shores, 40
His exil'd Sons new Empires fhall adorn;
8o long.as Flocks and Herds infult old Priam's Urn, - teee
e $ T
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There let the Cattle graze and breed,
Whilft Reme her lofty Tow’rs fhall crown ,
" With Trophies from the vanquith'd Mede, 45
And give new Laws to Realms unknown ;
Extend her Terrors and her Glory far,
And thro’ the fubje@ World her warlike Esgles bear.

‘Where the Globe’s better half divides,
There let them unmoletted reign, . . ge
Far as the Middle Ocean glides, R
Byt ftill from Sacrilege abftain ;
And leave to its firft harmlefs Parent Earth
The bright bewitching Oar, nor give the Idol birth,

‘Where Nature’s utmoft Limits end, 55
Let Fame difplay their high Renown,
And to each Clime their Arms extend,
The frozen Ifles, and torrid Zone :
Whil@t Troy in deep eternal Ruins lies,
Let Rome’s aufpicious State on her Foundations rife, 6o

*Tis on thefe Terms that Empire ftands :
Should their ambitious forward Race,
With fuperftitious wicked Hands,
Rebuild that moft detefted Place,
Once more it fhauld be fack'd, its Children bleed; 65
Whiltt 1, the Wife of Fove, my conqu'ting Grecians lead.

Should Phaebus, with a brazen Wall,
Three times her haughty Tow’rs furround,
Zroy fhould three times unpity’d fall . .
By Grecian Arms, and kifs the Ground ; 7
Three times the Matrons fhould lament the Shin,
Aand thrice her captive Soas endure the Victor's Chain,

Stay.:
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Stay, Mufe! For whither would you fly 2 -
’Tis nat for yaur lofs lofty. wing .
To reach Fouwe's firm Decrees,, too high %
For you, an. humble Maid, to fing :
Do not the Speeches of the. Gods debafe,. )
Nor fink the mighty Theme with low unequal Lays.

O DE IV

To the Mufes, acknowledging their Power and
" Kindne[s.

DEfmd.- my Mufe, caompofe a long,.
A pleafing, and a grateful Seng;

Or to the Pipe or founding Flute,,

Or gently move dpollo’s Lute :

D’ye hear ? or airy Frenzy cheat . R |

My Mind, well pleasd. with the Deceit.?’

I feem to hear, I feem ta move

Aud wander thro’ the happy Grove; :

Where {mooth Springs flew, and murm’ring Breeze

" Do’s wanton thro’ the waving Trees : 10

In lofty Viltar's rifing Grounds,

Without my Nurfe' 4pulia’s Bounds,

When young, and tird with Sport and Play,

And bound with pleafiog Sleep I' lay,

Doves cover'd me with Mjrtle Boughs, 15

And with foft Murmurs fweeten’d my Repofé:

A Wonder this, and ftrange to all

That liv'd in fat Ferenti’s Vale'

Bigh Acheromtia, Bantine Groves: )

Admir'd :the kindnels of the Doves a0

’Twas ftrange that I, ’midft thorny Brakes,

Secure from Bears and- creeping Snakes,

Should'lie -fo long; that Doves fhould fpread

The facred Laurel round my Head,
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Child be fafe ith’ Woods,
and Dasling of the Gods :
fes, yours, | live yeur Cara
Hills, or cold Presefe’s Air:
er wary Bais ploales

o Tibur lulls mo into eafh :
wr Springs, your Spert, and Grove
t @bje&s of my Love,

s loft Philigpi’s Field,

ed, and fcom'd my Shicld;
to guard or to defénd,
Arms, the Mufbs Friend :
he proud Sisilies. Rock

nd feap'd- the ocurlod' Oak: :

1 my fecble Ship fhall: guide,
fiem the proudeft Tide 3
thro’ the farthieR: Eoft

rer mortal Foet: hath- preft;
ihofpitable Flood)

ws druekt with. Hocfes: Blood,
# Sands V'll boldly tresd;

y feo the quiver'd Mede :

ar, grest-as all owr Hopes,

+ hath hid his weary TYoeps,
* his Soul, you foften Cares,
the harth fatigue of Wars :
I, inftru& him how: to live,
| Advice, and joy, to give:

y we know how. mi

tiding Nod rules all abave,
s, with an equal Haed,

g Sea, and quiet' Land 3

¥ and almighty Sway

» and Ghofts, and- alt obey ;)
ndey firook bold” Tisns down,
their Fury. from his. Throne;

L 4

k{:2

45

50

¥

6o
We
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We know how impious Giants fell
From climbing Heav'n to decpeft Hell :
That horrid Troop, thofe impious Bands,
Relying on their num’rous Haads,
Whil®t they on Mountains climb'd on high,
Spread no fmall Terror thro’ the Sky;
And fhady Pelion, rais’d above

The high Olympus, trighted Fove:

But how could brawny Mimas rife,
How large Porphyrion’s frightful fize
Againft the Thunder of the Skies ?
How bold Typheus aim a Stroak,

How impious Encel dart his Oak ? .
Too weak their Force, and foon. repelld
By Virgin Pallas founding Shield :

Here Vulean fought, a greedy God,

On that fide Matron Fuwo ftood ;

-And Pheebus there, a dreadful Foe,

Still arm’d with an unerring Bow :
Who loves to haunt the Lycian Woods,
And in the pure Caflalian Floods
Wafh his loofe Locks ; who Songs infpires,
And fills his Priefts with pleafing Fires,
On Patara and Delos Fame

Beftows, and takes from both a Name,

Rafth Force by its own weight muft full,
But pious Strength will ftill prevail 5
For fuch the Gods affit, and blefs,
But hate 2 mighty Wickednefs.
Psoud Gyges proves this fatal Truth,
And hot Orion’s lawlefs Youth,
E'en Virgin Pallas {carce could fcape
The luftful fury of a Rape;
>Till ber Bow reach’d him, wbil® be ftrove,
With fiercer Darts than thofe of Love:
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The Earth, on her own Monfter thrown, -
Now mourns the ruin of her Son,

She grieves that ‘her- proud Children fell,

By Thunder ftrook, to deepeft Hell : '
Nor do hot ZEema’s Flames decay, 100
Yet cannet cat the Load away :

Hot Tytius Liver Vulturs tear,

They watch as foon as Parts appear,

#nd feize them freight ; the Doom was juft,

He’s punifh’d in the Seat of Luft; 10§
Wrath waits on Sin, three hundred Chains

~ Piritheiis bind in endlefs Pains.

ODE V. 70 AUGUSTUS.

Praifing bim for enlarging their Empire, and dif-
commending Craflus’s Soldiers, which draws on
. the Story of Regulus. .

IS Thund’ring proves that mighty Fove,
With wondrous Force, rules all above ;

And now as mighty Actions thow
That Cefar is a God below ; :
O'er Britifh Shores our Empire’s {pread, 5
Our Arms have reach’d the haughty Mede :
Could Crafus Soldiers lead their Lives,
So meanly yoak'd to barb’rous Wives?
" 4Could they grow old (degenerate Race,
Taverted Souls, and Reme’s Difgrace !) 10
Ia Hoftile Arms, the Mede obey,
And fight for a Barbarian’s Pay ?
Forget their Rites, their Name, and Blood,
Whilk Fove was fafe, and Rome yet ftood ?
"Wife' Regulus did this | prevent, - iy
He fcorn’d bafe Terms that Carthage fent,
T 7 E ' ~ Nor
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Nor would he e’er, by his Advice,
Tempt future Age to Cowardice :

He knew that Virtue's Crowns would fade,
“‘Unlefs the Captive Youth were made
Unpity’d Preys to barb’rous Foes,

And bore the Slavery they chofe.

4 faw, faid He, our Eagles (hine,

And bafely fill a Punick Shrine,

With hanging Wings our Fears upbraid,
By which they were {o foon betray'd :

1 faw how coward Armies ftood,

And yield without a drop of blood 3

1 faw when they their Arms refign’d,
Their {lavith Hands drawn back behind 3
1 faw our Free-men bound led home,
Bound conquer'd Citizens of Reme,

Their Gates unbarr'd, they plough’d the Soil
‘Which Roman Troops did lately fpoil :
Redeem’d perhaps, more free from fear,
More fierce they fhall return to War,
More bold, more careful of their Fame ;
You add new loffes to your thame :
‘Wool once infe¢ted with a ftain

Ne'er takes its native White again :

And when true Virtue falls, it lies,

Prefs’d down, and never cares to rife :

If trembling Does, when freed from Snares,
Will fight, then He'll forget bis Fears

. Then He'll be ftout, who bafely chofe
To truft the Treachery of his Foes :

He, be, no doubr, will brave appear, -
And beat them in another War,

Whofe Arms could tamely bear the Cords
And Whips of domineering Lords,

Who fold his precious Liberty

For meaner Life, and fear'd to dic :

3

3

4

" Refolv'd
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Refolv’d for Life, he did not know

To which he fhould his Safety owe,

Bis Roman Courage or his Fear,

And mix'd difhoneft Peace and War ;

Oh fhame! Great Carthage ! rais’d more high
On the Difgrace of Iraly !

His Wifc’s chafte Kifs, his pratling Boys,
The former Partners of his Joys,

Now grown a Slave, thrown down by Fate,
And leflen’'d from his former State,

He thun'd ; with manly Modefty

On Earth he caft his ftubbora Eye,

Whiltt thus, by firange Advice, he fought,
And fix'd the wav'ring Senate’s Vote s ’
Then thro’ his weeping Friends he ran

In bafte, a glorious banifh’d Man :

What Cords and Wheels, what Racks and Chnins,
What lingring Tortures for his Pains

The Barbarous Hangmen made, he knew ;
Aund heightning Fame told more than truc:
Yet he ﬁis Wife and Boys remov'd,

Ris hindring Friends, and all he lov'd,

And thro’ the Crowd be made his Way,

That wept, and beg'd a longer Stay ;

As free, as if when Term was done,

And Suits at end, he left the Town,

Or did from Bufinefs and from Cares retreat
To the cool Pleafures of a Country-Seat,

37
55
[
65

7°

75

ODE
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ODE VI 9o the RoMANS.

He inveighs againft the corrnpt Manners of
bis Age.

[By amether Hand.)

Nhappy Romans! doom’d to bear
The load of your Forefathers Guilt ;
’Till, by your Piety and Care,
Our Shrines and Temples aré rebuilt :
You reign by bowing to the Gods Commands ; §
- From this your State arofe, on this your Glory ‘ftands.

Your impious Land already wears
The marks of Vengeance from on high,
Fecls the yet fmarting Parthian Scars,
And blufhes with ignoble Dye ; 10
‘When from Mongfes’ Arms your Squadrons fled,
‘And Rome's colle&ed Spoils adorn’d the Vicor's Head.

The Dacian and the Sunny Moor,
By Sea and Land, their Forces beat,
* At once to fink the Roman Pow’r, 15
When Civil Rage the Empire rent ;
When, like a Deluge, Vice triumphant reign’d,
And a degen'rate Race the Marriage-Rites prophan'd.

Hence the Contagion firft began,
And reach’d our Blood, and ftain’d our Race: 20
The blooming Virgin, ripe for Man,
A thoufand wanton Airs difplays ;
Train'd to the Dance her well-taught Limbs fhe moves,
And fates ber withing Soul with loofe inceftuous Loves. .,

The



>

ODE VI Lis HL 8

The Bride her luftful Rake invites, “ag
Before her Husband’s face to toy ;
She ftays not for his drunken Fits,
Nor in a corner taftes the Joy ;
But in her Cuckold’s prefence fells her Charms,
And grafps the Merchant’s Gold, or meets the Captain’s
. [Arms,.
>T'was not from fuch a motly brood
" ‘Thofe better braver Romans came,
Who dy’d the Punick Seas with Blood, ~
And rais’'d fo high their Country’s Fame 3
By whom Antiochus and Pyrrhus dy'd,
And Hannibal was tam’d, and Carthage loft her Pride,

Baut hardy Youths inur'd to toil,
Or fell the Wood, or till the Land,
Or turn with heavy Spades the Soil,
By a dread Mother’s juft Command,
Nor ceas’d their work, ’till down the Azure Way
Sol rowPd his beamy Car, and fhut the chearful Day,

Time alters all things in his pace,
Each Century new Vices owns ;
Our Fathers bore an impious Rate, 45
And we thall have more wicked Sons:
Impiety fRill gathers in its courfe :
The prefent Times are bad, the future will be worfe,

E 3 - ODE
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ODE VIIL 20 ASTERIA.

He tells ber that ber abfewt Hushand is com
and advifeth ber to bave a care of ber follic
Neighbour.

AN D why does fair Afferia mourn ?

And why defpair of his Return?

The firft Spring Winds fhall thy dear Love reftore,”
Soft Gales fhall waft the charming Youth,
Of conftant and unfhaken Truth,

With wealthy Lading to the Roman Shore:

He's driven to a diftant Coaft,
Whiift Winter binds the Floods with Froft 3
Sleep grows a franger to his Eyes :
He mourns in melacholly Crecks,
Whiltt falling Tears freeze on his Cheeks,
. And lengthens out the lingring Night with Sighs §

While fome from Chloe' ftrive to move
And draw him to another Love ;
They tell the fury of her Flame;
They tell how melted in thy Fires
The miferable Maid expires,
And ufe all Arts that treacherous Wit can frame ;

They tell how Phadra’s treach’rous Tears
Did urge believing Praetus Fears,
And with what luftful Hese fhe firove ;
What Crimes fbe feign'd to haften on
The Death of chaft Bellersphon,
And take fharp Vengeance for ber {lighted Love :



K thou .
on bim, © entice ‘
Wee 1 3
3
Mars bis Ficld cant
. fo brave .‘.“.Mm‘
. (14

ghut all youf Doc Serenade
hen you bear @ ’
45
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ODE VII 70 MzceExas,

Hhom be invites to an Ensertainmens, which be
made for joy of bis deliverance from the falling

ree.

HAT I, a Batchelor, intend,
My learned Lord, and noble Friend,
In Mars his Calends you admire ;
What mean thofe Flowers that crown my Head,
The Coals on green-turf Altars laid, 5
Where in {mall Cenfers thankfal Sweets expire =

To Bacchus pleafing Feafts T vow'd,
And a white Goat’s attoning Blood,
When I had feap’d the falling Oak :
This Day, as Years run round, a Feat 10
Shall pierce my Casks; and claim the beft,
That long ftor’d up hath drank digefting Smoak ¢

Drink, drink, let num’rous Cups extend
The Life of thy deliver’d Friend,
Cups large as thy extenfive Joys: g
Let watching Tapers chafe the Night, :
Till rifing Morn reftore the Light ;

Let Mirtb attend, and banifh Strife and Noife,

Forget, forget thy publick Cares,
And take no thought for State. Affairs, 20
We hear the German Troops o’erthrown ; ’
“The Medes now hate their former Lords,
They fight, nor yet expe& our Swords ;

But fadly conquer for us with their own :

Ty e e
DU N <
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Our ancient Foe, the Pride of Spain, a5

The fierce Cantabrian takes the Chain,

Tho’ late, at laft he’s forc’d to yield ¢

The Parthians fly, the Scythians now

Their Arrows break, unfiring their Bowy i
And are refolv’d to quit the fatal Field : 30

Neglec® the various tarns of State,

The Sports of Chance, or Nods of Fate,

Grown private watch mot o'er Affairs ;

Bat {mile, and eagerly receive” )

The Goods the prefent time can give ; 39
And leave behind the grave fatigue of Cares,

ODE IX
A Dialogue between Horace and Lydias

[By Mr. Duke.]

H O R 4 C E.

WH’I& T was welcome to your Heart,
In which no happier Youth had part,.
And full of more prevailing Charms
Threw round your Neck his dearer Arms;
I flourifh’d richer, and more bleft ) ' 4
‘Than the great Monarch of the Eag.
LYD1I1 A4
Whil#t all thy Soul with me was fill'd,
Nor Lydia did to Chloé yield,
Lydis the celebrated Name,
The only Theme of Verfe and Fame; 1

I fourith’d more than fthe renown’d,
Whofe Godlike Son our Rome did found,

Es . mo



7

924 ODE X' L:s HL

HORACE.

Me Chloé now, whom ev’ry Mufe
And ev’ry Grace adorn, fubdues
For whom I'd ghdly die, to fave
Her dearer Beauties from the Grave.

LYDIA
Me lovely Calais doth fire
With mutual Flames of fierce defire,
For whom I twice would die, to fave
His Youth more precious from the Grave.

HORACE

What, if our former Loves retura,
Aund our fie®k Fires again (hould burn,
I Chloé’s banith'd, to anke way
For the forfaken Lydia ?

LYDI A.

Tho’ he is fhining as a Star,
Conftant, and kind as he is fair ;
Thou light as Cork, rough as the Sea,
Yet I would live, would die with thee.

ODE X

1§

10

25

He zells Liyce that perbaps be fball not always be

able to emdure her Scorn.

D ID Lyce drink cold Tumais Flood,

A Scythian’s Bride that fed on Blood,,

Yet would you grieve to fec the kind,
The conftant Horace gralp the Floory

" Extended by thy cruel Door,

., Jixpos'd to th’ Fury of the native Wind.

Dot
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Doft hear what Tempefts best thy Gate ?
How all rufh on as arm’d with Fete ?
And how thy pleafing Groves are toft 2 -
With what fevere and piercing Light 19
‘The Moon and Stars now gild the Night,
And glaze the fcatter'd Snow with hoary Frolt 2~ -

Thy haughty Pride and Scorn remove,
Ingrate, and Enemy to Love; )
My Paffion’s Tide may ebb again : i
No Scythian Mother brought thee forth,-
And harden’d by the freezing North,

That ardent. Lovers thus fhould burn in vain.-.

If .all my Prayers and Gifts are weak, .
Nor Violet Palenefs of my Cheek; 20¢
The Lover’s Livery, can move ;
. If that thy Husband fcorns thy Charms;-.
And takes a Songftref{s to his Arms,
Can ne'er provoke thee to my firmer Love : :

O 8iff as Oaks to warm Defire, ay:
Too hard to burn in my foft Fire, .
As fierce as Snakes on Libyan Shore; .
Tho’ now my patient Side can bear '
Thy Door, the Rain, and piercing Ajr; )
%et time may come when ‘twill endure no more, . 39 -

O D E XL
- T Meévevsy, and bis Shell, whom be defires 30 wove -
Lyde, and sells.tbe Ssory of Danaue’s Dasgtsers. .

Weet Mencury -( for taught by yeu -
“The li’'ning Stones Amphisp drew) -
And pleafing Shedl, well skill'd to raife )
" Feom.feven firetch’d Strings the fiwactet Lays; - o
: nee :
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Once mute, but now a Friend to Feafts,
To cheer the Gods, and Rich-men’s Guefts,
Play Tunes, as may provoke to hear

"Ev’a Lyde’s coy denying Ear.

She, like a Colt, frisks o’er the Plain,

A Rider hates, nor takes the Rein ; 10
Unable yet to bear the Force

And firength of the obliging Horfe :

You Tigers, you the lit’ning Woods

‘Can draw, and ftop the rapid Floods ;

Ev’n Cerberss thy Force confefs’d, 5§
Well-pleas’d he lay, and lull'd in Reft;

Tho’ thoufand hiffing Serpents fpread

And guard around his horrid Head,

.And Gore foam’'d round his triple Tongue,

He gently liften’d to thy Song : . 20
Ixion, Tytius heard below,

And {iril'd but with a gloomy Brow :

The leaky Tub awhile was dry,

And Danaus Race ftood idly by,

-Whilft thy harmonious Tunes did pleafe, 25
.‘I‘hcy {fmil’d at their unufual Eafe ;

Begin fweet Lays, let Lyde hear

What Crimes they did, what Pains they bear.

Tell how their Tub can nought retain,

But ftill gives fpace for idle Pain ; 30
How Vengeance comes, tho’ moving {low,

And ftrikes the guilty Souls below :

They could (could Hell contrive a blacker Deed !)

Wheir Husbands ftab, and {mile to fee them bleed :

-y

But onc more worthy of the Name of Wife, = 35
The hopes and end of every Virgin’s Life,

Her perjur’d Father bravely difobey’d, | *
And lives thro’ future Age a glorious Maid: .

With Love and Pity in her Look,

She wak'd her Spoutt, and thus fhe fpoke, 40
. Fly,
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Fly, fly, left Fate fhould feize thy Breath,

And Sleep be lengthned into Desth :

Fly, fly, thy unexpe@ed Fate,

My Sifters Rage, and Father’s Hate;

Like Lionefles on a Steer 5
They grin, and tear, ah me ! they tear: '
More tender Ull not firike the Blow,

Nor keep thee for a fiercer Foe: -

Me let my Father Joad with Chains,

Join Wit and Cruelty in Pains: 50
Me led him fend to Libyan Shores, )
’Midft poys'nous Snakes, and fwarthy Meors,

For faving you, I'd gladly bear,

Nor fhow I'm Woman by a Tear: .
Fly, fly, dear Partner of my Bed. - (13
Whilft Night can hide, and Venws lead,

Fly, fly, let happy Omens wait,

And guide theo fafe thro’ gloomy Fate;

Remember me, and o'er my Grave

Write this in a complaining Epitaph, Go

O D E XiIL )
He congrasnlates Neobule’s Happinefs, who M’l
a deferving Man,

’Tl S hard to be deoy’d to prove
The foft Delights of pleafing Love s
>Tis hard to be deny'd to play,
And with {fweet Wines wath Cares awsay ;
Still to be toft with doubting Fear, ]
Left angry Friends fhould prove fevere, ]
And with fharp Chidings wound.our Ear,
Young wanton Cupid’s Darts and Bow
Have forc’d thy Spindle from thee nows
Thy Wool, and all Minerva's Toils . 10
Are charming Hebre's Beauty’s Spoils ;
He
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He lives thy Mind’s continual Theme,
And you can think on nought but him;
Hebre, a Youth of Manly force;
None fits fo well the manag'd Hosle; .
Belleraphon would ftrive in vain
To guide with fo geateel a Rein:.
In all he thows a manly Grace, .
In Cuffing ftout; and fwift in Race,
When his oi'd Arms have cut the Flood
fa fwimming ftrong; he takes the Wood,
Thro’ Plains purfues the flying Doe, '
And fhoots with sn unerring Bow; .

" Or elfe for Boars his Toils be fets,
And takes them foaming in his Nets.

ODE XIiL.
To bis pleafans Fonntains.

BLM:J:’;’s Spring, more clear than Glafs, .

That bubbles thro’ the rifing Grafs,
Thee Wine fhould {fweeten, Crowns adorn ; -
But now a waatoa Ridgliog dics
A pious humble Sacrifice,

His flowing Blood thall paint the rifing Morn: -

With buddiog Horns he dares to fight; .
His Fury haftens to Delight ;
Courage with Love together grows -
In vain, in vain; his wantoa Blood -
Shall furely ftain thy cooler Flood,

And pay the mighty Debt his Mafter owes: .

The furious Deg-8tar's burning Beams -
Ia vain attempt thy living Steeams,

V"
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In vain they firike thy facred Deep; 1§
You yield delightfol liquid Snow
To Oxen wearied with the Plow;

And cool the thirfty Heat of wandriag Sheep:

You rank’d fhall be *midt nobler Springs,
And high in Fame, while Hwos ings, Y
The thady Besch that rifing grows
Where, by great Neptwne's Trident frook,
A Paflage opeas thro’ the Rock,
And whence thy pratling” Strearm of Water flows,.

ODE XIV.'
He refolves to be merry at Cafar’s Resnrw,. -

Zfur, who like Alcides, Rasne,
Did march to bring the Laurel home,
Bought with his Death, from diftant Spais -
Is now return’d in Peace again:

Let Cefar’s Queen, with One content,
With pious thanks juft Gods prefent ;
His Sifter too, as bright in Charms,
And great as Cefar in his Arms:

o)
il

And-you, whofe Sons kind Fates reftore, .
With humble Modefty adore ; Ty

Ye {miling Maids, ye Girle-and Boys,
And you, that tafte the Marriage Joys,
With Mirth fafute our Conqu’ring Lond,
Nor drop one inaufpicious Word,

This Day, to me a real Festt, 1g
Black Cares fhall bagifh from my Breafh:
) Iy
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FHl fear no Tumults, fear no Pains,
Nor violeat Death, whilft Cefar reigns :

Boy, bring me Oyl, and Crowns prepare, -
And Wiae that knew the Marfian War,

If any Cask could hidden lye

From wondring Spartacus his Eye:

Bid {weet Nears fpread her Charms,
And hafte to fly into my Arms:
But, if the curfed Porter ftay,
And ask thee Queftions, come away :

Now faowy Time hath cool'd my Rage,

T am not eager to engage;

But yet I know when I was wont

To ftorm at fuch a rude Affront,

Whilt Youth was warm; but Love is cold,
And I can bear now I am old.

O D E XV

He advifeth an old Woman to be modeff,

TH OU Wife of Iéycus the poer,

Forbear, and toy in Love no more; * -
Confine thy Luft and end thy Shame,

Nor firive to blaze with dyiog Flame:
Now near to Death that coraes but flow,
Now thou art ftepping down below :

Sport not amongft the blooming Maids, -
But think on Ghofts, and empty Shades:
What fuits with Pholo# in her Bloem,
Gray Chloris, will not thee become,

A Bed is different from a Tomb:

Thy Daughter, with a better Grace,

Thro® Wrinkles plough her wither'd Face,

Might
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light burn, and rage, break young Men's Doors,
ad wafte the relicks of her Hours;

st Nothus Love force her to play

ike wanton Kids i'th’ beat of May;
scerian Wool with Purple ftain’d,

ot Harps, become thy wither’d Hand;

he purple rofy Crowns difgrace

he earthy Palenefs of thy Face; !

1d deink until the Hogfhead’s dry,

hen fuck the dreggs, no blood will fly

o thy pale Cheek, nor foftnefs to thy Eye,

ODE XVL
All Things obey Gold.

Tower of Brafs, Gates ftrong and barr’d,
And warchful Dogs fufpicious Guard,
From creeping Night Adulterers,
That fought imprifon’d Danaé’s Bed,
Might have fecur'd one Maiden-head;
d freed the old Acrifins from his Fears :

But Fove and Venws foon betray’d
‘The jealous Guardian of the Maid 5,
They knew the way to take the Hold;
They kaew the Paft muft open lye
To ev’ry Hand and ev’ry Eye,
ven Fove himfelf was Bribe, and turn'd to Gold :

Gold loves to break through Gates and Barts,
It is the Thunderbolt of Wars;
It flies thro’ Walls, and breaks a way:
By Gold the drgive Augur fell,
It taught the Children to rebel,
| made the Wife her fatal Lord betray:

105
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Care il attends eacreafing Store,
And craving Appetite for more ;
Mecanas, Hooour of our Kaights,.
How juftly was thy Friend afraid
To raife his too confpicuous Head,
And fear to lofty, and to eavy'd Heights ?

Thofe that do much themflves deny, '
Receive more Bleflings from the Sky:.
1 love a mean and fafe Retreat;
+  And naked now with hafte retire
To Humble Thofe who nought defire;
And joy to leave the Party of the Great :

In my fcorn'd Farm a greater Lord,

Thsn if my crouded Barns were ftor'd:

With all the flout Appwlian reapss

Than if to me Padolns ran

And rould in flowing Tides of Gaiss
Whilft I was poor amidft my mighty Heaps :

A purling Spring, a fhady Grove,
To raife my Song, and eafy my Love,
My Farm that he'er deceives my Hopes,
Mzke me feem happier to the Wife,
Tho’ not to bafe and vulgar Eyes,

Than he that bostts his fruitful Libya’s Crops:

Tho’ no Calebrian Bees do give

Their grateful tribute to my Hive;-

No Wines by rich Campania fent.

In my ignoble Casks ferment;

No Flocks in Gallick Plains grow fat: -

Yet I am free from pinching Want,

: And beg'd I more, my Lord would grant,
And to my Wilhes cqual my Eftate: .



i f -

O DE XVIL Lis I

But now more fafe, and more fecurely bleft;
Than if my Hand grafp’d Eat and Weft:
He, that asks much, muft fill want more;

Bsppy, t0 whom indulgent Heav'a
Enough, and fparingly hath giv'n, .
And made his Mind propostion’d to his Store.

O D E XVIL

103

6

He advifeth bis noble Friend JElius Lamias za

lsve merrily.

Reat Sir, from ancient Lamws {prung,.
As noble a Defzent, as long;

(From him, the Spring, thy gen’rous Blood.
In undifturbed Streams has fow’d ;
From him the Lawias took their Name,
And fwell the Annals of our Fame;
Fby gen’rous Blood rowl’d nobly down
From him that £ll'd the Formian Throne,
Where fwoln with Rain {wift Liris roars,
And wafhes fair Marica’s Shores;
A Potent Scepter grac’d his Haad,
And meafur’d out 2 wide Command )
To-motrow furious Winds thall fpread
The troubled Shore with uvfelefs Weed,
And fill the Woods with featter’d Leaves,
Unlefs the cawing Crow decives,
The Crow that ftill foretells a Rain
And Storm, and never caws in vain ;
Now Pyle thy Wood, whiltt found and dry,
To-morrow Morn a Pig (hall die,
And Wine fhall cheer thy Slaves sad thee,
From Couatry Toil, and Bufinefs free,
And all enjoy a fhort-liv'd Liberty,

13

20.

QDE
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ODE XVIII. 7o FAuxus.
Whofe Favonr and Protection be defires.

thma, that flying Nymphs purfues,
Aqgj courts as oft as they refufe,
If yearly Ridglings ftain thy Grove,
If the large Bowl, the Friend of Love,
Still flows with Wine ; if Pray’rs invoke, - 5
- And thy old Shrines with Odors fmoke,
Defend my Fields, and funny Farm,
And keep my tender Flocks from harmy:
O'er grafly Plains the wanton Flocks,
The Village with their idle Ox, ]
Sport o'es the Fields, ull finely dreft
‘When cold December doth reftore thy Feaft:
The Lambs midft rav’nous Wolves repole,
- The Wood to thee fpreads ruttick Boughs,
The Ditcher, with his country Jug, 1
Then fmiles to Dance where once he dug.

O DE XX
A merry Ode to his Friend, who was & Stndens.

HO W many Years divide

- Old Inachus and Codrus Reign,
Who for his Country bravely dy'd,
You feck with mighty Pain,

Thefe are the idle Labours of thy Brain, 4

Old Zacus you can derive from Fove,

And tell what mighty Kin be had above;

You all the Tojan Wars can write,

But ncver mind what Wine will coft, Whe

- N
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Who make a Featt, and who invite,
. And who a Fire prepares at Night,

" Now Winter fprcads the Ficlds with hoary Froft.

A Ghfs! come, fill me to the rifing Moon,

To Midnight, and to Morning one;

We'll never part while the Stars fhine;

Forget thy Books, thofe idle Dreams;

Fill round; three Bowls, or nine, '
Are fober Jollity’s Extreams,

He that th’ uneven Mufes loves,
With three times three his heat improves,
A ftaring Poet, rais’d by ev’ry Bowl;
The fober Grace with th’ naked two,
Afraid of Brawls but Three allow,

And only cheer, but never heat the Soul:

I muft be Mad, what means the Flute?
‘Why hangs the Pipe and filent Lute?
1 hate a Niggard, quickly fpread
The fiweeteft Rofes round my Head;
Let Lycus hear the réaring Noife,
And the, the Neighbouring Mifs,
That doth his feeble Love defpife,

And let them pine, and envy at our Joys:

Thee, Beauteous with thy bufhy Hair,
And like the brighteft Evening Star,
Ripe Chioe feeks with warm defires 5
Whiltt I, a dull expe&ing Fop,
Still linger on with lazy bope,

‘And {lowly melt in Glycera’s tormenting Fires,

2183
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ODE XX
He advifeth bis Friend not to firive to part a Lo
and bis Mifirefi.

DOST fee what Dangers muft attend
Thy pious Duty to thy Fricnd;
’Tis hard to rob a Tygrefs of her Young:
~ Ah baffled, thou fhalt foon retreat,
And, midft the fhame of a defeat,
Unequal Foe, confefs her force too ftrong.
When fhe, with Fury rais’d, thall move
Thro’ throngs of Youth that offer Love,
And ftrive to win her Heart; to feize the Fair;
Then fhall we fee who wins the Day,
Aad who fhall feize the Beauteous Prey,
Apd in Nearchus have the greateft fhare:

Whilt you your winged Arrows draw,
She whets her Teeth, and fpreads her Paw ;
Whilt he, that muft beffow the Prize,
Sits unconcern’d with gloting Eyes;

On all around his amerous Glances fpread,
His perfam’d, loofe and wanton Hair
Permittiog to the waving Air,

As fweet as Nirews, or as Ganymud,

e

or
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O DE XXIL

e promiferh Corvinus, according o bis defire, 1o
exsersain bim with bis beft old Wine, and takes
occafion thereby to fing its Praifes.

} [ By anolfber Hand.]
A/ OU, my good Cask, are-of a Date
With Conful Manlins and with me,
Produce your charge, what'er it be,
Or Love, or Strife, or loud Debate, :
Or gentle Sleep, or Wit ferencly free. s

On fuch a Day, for fuch a Fricod,
With Magick Juice our Souls refine 3
Whatever Bacchus may defign,
Corvinss bids the Stream defcend ;
Corvinms loves to mix Philofophy and Wine. 1

Wine kept old Cato’s Virtue warm; )
" This whets the Dull, and Wit infpires;
The Grave with {prightly Vigour fices,
And, by a never-failing Charm,
Unlocks the Mind, and all its gay Defires, iy

Wine with frefh Hope the Coward cheers 3
Revives the Wretched and Undone, -
And makes the Slave his Lord difown:
What Wretch, wheo arm’d by Bacchws, fesrs
To mect 2 Warrior's Arm, or ftand 8 Tyrant’s Frown? ig

Let Venus, and the God of Wine,
And every Grace, too firi&ly chaft,
Come, if they pleafe, and crown the Feaft:
Our Torches and our Souls (hall fhine, . )
:Till we outface the San, when gﬁngﬁomth&&o-nzé‘_
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ODE XXIL -
- {He dedicates bis Pine to Diana.

KIN D Guardian of my Hills and Grove,

Who thrice implor’d doft hear, and fave
The teeming Women from the Grave,

Great here on Earth, in Hell, and great Above/

_ 'This Tree be thine, that long hath ftood

‘' To fhade my Houfe; as Years roul round,
A Boar, that aims a fide-ways wound.

shall Yearly ftain the Tronk with offer’d Blood,

ODE XXIII.
« Innocence pleafes Heavenw more thamw Sacrifice.

A Fat and coftly Sacrifice
Is not the welconr’ft Tribute to the Skies,
-+ They’re more delighted with the fmall expence
Of Honefty and Innocence.

Let ruftick Phydile prepare
At each new Moon an humble Pray’r,
And at her old Penates Shrine
Pour one {mall bow! of Couatry Wine,
And ftain their Altars with a greedy Swine;
* No fcorching Winds fhall blat her Fruit,
Her Corn be free from barren fmut ;
Nor let her darling Children fear
The fhiv’ring Agues of the dying Year.

.

The Saarifice Albanian Paftures feed,
" Or Snowy digidum’s cold Mountains breed,
; . ) M
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*Mid#t fruitful Oaks, a pamper'd Beaft,
Shall ftain the Axes of the Prielt:
But why fhould you profufely try
With {laughter’d Flocks to bribe the Sky,
Since Myrtle Crowns, and from the neighbouring Flood 2e
Few fprinkled drops fhall pleafe the God :
More than whole Rivers of their offer’d Blood ?
If, with an unpolluted Hand,
Which neither Blood nor wicked Arts have ftain’d,
A little Meal and Salt you bring, 25
*T'will prove 3 more prevailing Offering %
Than all the Spices of the Eaftern King,

ODE XXIV.

Nozbing can fecure a Man from Death, and Covetouf~
' wefs is the Root of all Evil,

THough you had all the Spice and Gold
Arabia {wreats, and the rich Indies hold;
Tho’ you extend your Palaces
O'er the' Tyrrhene, and Pontick Seas;
When ftrong Neceffity 5
Shall fix her Adamantine Hooks on thee,
When the fhall drag away
The trembling mehncholy Prey,
: Not all thy Weakh fhall fave :
Thy Mind from‘Fear, or Body from the Grave. ‘10

Happier the wand'ring Scythians live,
Who all their Houfe in one fmall Waggon drive,
Where no unequal Bounds )
Do parcel oyt the Land in-pfivate Grounds, o
The €orn grows ‘frecly for the common Goods- -~ 1f

And when onc Year their Fields they plow'd;
e 7 ) ? . - Theg
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They fit at Eafe, whilft others toil,
And equal pains manure the publick Soil

There all the Cups, the Step-dames Hands prefent
To unfufpe@ing Heirs, are innocent :
No Wife confiding on her Dow’r,
Or rich Gallant, ufurps her Husband’s Pow’r
Noune there a lawlefs (way pretends,
Her Portion is the Virtue of her Friends,
And cautious Modefty
That clofer draws the Marriage tye,
*'hey fear to fin, or finning doom’d to dye.

He that would prize his Country’s good,
And ftop the Iffue of our Civil Blood;
He that would ffand in Brafs as fix'd ds Fate,
Be nam'd the Father of the Statre;.
Let him reftrain this brutal Rage:
A glorious Maa io future Age!
Since eavious we defpife
Virtue when prefent, when it flies
Stand and gaze after it with longing Eyes !- .

But fad Complaints are vain,
Vice only yields to Pain,
Her Sword frict Juftice needs mult drawr,
And cut it off by neceffary. Law;
Aand what are Laws? State P try!
Unlefs obey'd Aty
With the fame Rev'rence they were made;
Unlefs our Mauners and the Rules agpee! .

The Merchants dase to cut the Line, =~ . .
Where Beams fill boil the Metal in, the Mine,
Nox can the frigid Coaft, ‘ :

That Iyes bound up with lazy Froft,
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Nor 2l the Snow and Nosthern Ice,
E'er cool the Sailer’s faming Avarice;
In feeble Ships they dare to ride
" Aad boldly fiem the higheft Tide, . ..
When fearce three Inches them and Death divide 5
For Poverty, thas great difgrace,
Still drives them on the vicious Race
Whilft Virtue’s Paths, that lead on high,
Uatrod and unfrequented lie,
Few think iy worth their while to climb the Sky.

To Feul’s great Shrinelet Romsans bring

Their Wealth, a grateful Offering :

For thofe that thas their Treafures fpend,

Juft Bleffings crown, and joyful Shouts attend :

Or in the Neighb’ring Flood

Let’s caft awr Jeweks awd our Gold,

For which we have our Virtue fold,
Owm Gofd, the dear-bought crufe of all our Bload -

Wealth, form’d near Hell, when here on Earth
Brings up the curfed Region of its Birth.

If we repent, and hate the Crimes
And Follies of our own and Fatlrers tinres,
We muft root out the very Seeds of Sin,
And plant new Virtue ins: .
The Soil is foft, and i mamar'd with care,
And manly Arts, may bear
A fruitful Cropy' Virtue may fprout agaim,
And with a vaft encresf® rewnrd the Tiller’s paia.

Our Nobles Sons witl 2 anequal force
Now fcarce can fit the manag®d Horfe,

~ They hate the Ring, nor dare to ride the’ Courfe:

But Casdy ustrwinl Dice,,
And all the myfterics of Vice:
Fa

148 ¢
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"That Greece c'er taught, or Rome improv’d, they know,
For thefe they nobler Deeds forego;
Thefe are their Arts, their chicf Delights, )
The Pleafures of their Days, and Study of their Nights, 8§

Mean while ‘their perjur’d Fathers cheat,
Grow gray in bafe Oppreffion, and Deceit;

To their beft Friends their Oaths are Snares,
- Whil@t, at the vaft Expence

Of Honefty and Innocence,
They heap up Wealth for their unworthy Hem.
Their Stores encreafe, and yet, I know not what, -

Still they do fomething want,

Which neither Pains can get, nor Heav’n can grant,

To fwell their narrow to a full Eftate, 9

O DE XXV. TsBaccaus.
He, being infpired by Bacchus, is ewabled to fpeak
great awd exsraordinary things of Cafar.

[By another Hand.)

OD of Wine, refiftlefs Pow’r,
Whither will you burry me, -
" Full of the Deity,
Tranfported with 2 Rage unfelt before? o
Whither, whither muft I rove? . .
To what wild Cave, what diftant Grove?
Where fing of Cefar’s bigh Renown,
His deathlefs Glory, ftarry Crown?
How, with affembled Gods above, )
He fits majeftick down, : .. 1e
‘And diGates fage Advice to Fove. .
Give me a Theme that’s great and new, .
Untouch'd by any other Mule,




See! fee! through Hills-and tra&s of Snow
The Bacchanal diftralted Rrays,
Whilgt all the God her Frenfy does infufes

How wild fhe looks ! How fwiftly fhe furveys

Hebrus, and Rbodope, and Thrace !
.Thus mad, thus wild,
Through Woods and Shores I'd pafs,
With. rage and wonder £ill'd.
God of the Virgin frantick Train!

Whofe Hands the thrilling Jav'lin throw ;

T fcorn what’s buman, mean, and low,.
Nor will attempt a mortal Straia 3
-All other Pleafures I forgoe,
Nor any Danger fear,
To follow fuch a God as you,

O DE XXVI. Lis. I

113
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Who on your God-like Brow the clufter'd Garland wear.

ODE XXVL

Now: being grown. 0ld, be bids farewel to Love..

ONC B I was gay, and great in Charms,

Succefs ftill waited'on my Arms,

In Venns Battels bravely fteut,

1 fought, and conquer'd when I fought :-

But now my Arms and waaton Lyre,

Whofe Tunes could fpread Harmonious Fire, .

Whofe moving ftroaks could foon impart

Soft Wifhes to the teader Héart, -

My Torches, Leavers, Darts and Bows,

That broke the Doors that did oppofe, <

That did all obftacles remove

Which hinder'd my purfuit of Love,

In Vewss Shrioe onheeded lie-

With all my Love’s Artillery

Great Goddefs, who o'er Cyprus reigns;

And fcorching Memphis burning Plains,
. F3
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Let coy and feornful Chleé know

The fury of thy Cwpid’s Bow;

Aud let her fmart for her difdain, !

Eoflame her Breaft, sad I fhall love again. 0

ODE XXVII. To GALATEA.

He difconrageth her from going so Sea, by what
bappen’d to Europa,
: [By anather EHasd.]
LE T the ill-boding noifie Jay
Salute the Guilty on ther Way;
Let Foxes, as they pafs along,
And Wolves accolt them, big wih Young.

Let Snakes, as {wift as Arrows, thwart 4
The Road, and make their Horfes ftart §

But you no Guiit, no Danger know,

Why thould I be concern’d for you?

I'll fummon from the Eaftern Skics

The Crow, ¢’er to the Fenns be Bies 3 2
And bid him change his croaking 8traia,

Aad not forebode or Wiad or Rais.

Msy Galatea happy be,

And kindly fill remember me !
May no rude Pye, or lucklefs Crow, i
Bode ill Succefs, where¢’er you go 1

But fec! Orion's fetting Star

Portends a mighty Tempeft near;

‘Too well the raging Seas 1 know,

Aad what the adverfe Winds can do. , 20

My
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ay thofe I hate afoend their Ship,
‘hen Southern Blafts infeft the Deep,
‘hen gloomy Waves begin to roar,
ud dath againft the trembling Shore!

hen on the Bull Evrsps rode, agy
ot knowing that fhe 3 God,

cathlefs and pale the Dame furvey'd

be Main, where rolling Moofiers phy’d.

itely fhe rang’d the Alow’ry Mead,
d weav’d new Garlands for the Head ;. F
ow all the Scenc that greets her Eyes,

boundlefs Seas, and flarry Skies,

riv'd upon the Cretan Coaft,

bofe Shores a hundred Cities boaft,

id with defpair, fhe cry’d, Adieu 3
y Father, and my Virtue too !

bere am I? wretched and undone!

d can a fingle Death attone

ic lofs of Honour and of Shame ?

am I pure, and this a Dream ? 4

it a vain Delufion fent

»m Hell, and I fill Ingpcent ?

uld I the Meads and Flow’rs forfake,
» fwim upon 3 Moafer's bagk?

3 I that Bull this moment here, 45
i flefh T could to pieces tear,

d break his horns, by rege infpird ;

d fpoil the Form 1 once admir'd.

us from my Father’s Realms I fly !
‘¢ to doiill, but dare not die! .30
F 4 Hee,
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Hea' me, fome kind propitious Pow’r}
Let fome wild Beaft this Wretch devour

Expofe my lively Form a Prey

/To Tygers, as they range this Way, .
When Hunger prompts them to theit Food,
Ere they have ftain’d their Jaws with Blood:

Make hafte to die, unhappy Maid!
Thy Father will thy crimes upbraid ;
This Girdle and yon bending Tree
Will foon conclude thy Dettiny :

Or from thefe Rocks ruth headlong down,
Anad in the raging Ocean drown;

. Yourfelf from Shame and Boridage fave,
JHow can a Princefs be a Slave 2

Venus and Cupid, as the Dame

Thas mourn’d, to her affiftance came ;
The Boy his Bow unbent, the Queen
Of Beauty all in fmiles was feen,

A while fhe rally’d with the Fair;
Then thus at laft, fond Maid ! forbear
Thy Rage, and give thy Paffion o'er;
This bated Bull is in thy pow’r, =

Forget thy Sighs, and think of ‘Love}
*Tis great to be the Wife of Fove: -
The World’s beft part fhall fpeak thy Fame,
Aund be diftinguifb'd by thy Name,-

¥
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O' D E XXVIIIL
7o Lyde, o» Neptune’s Feftival.

W’H AT fhould I do at Neptune’s Feaft,

What better thould my Thoughts employ,'-
What fhould I do but treat my Gueft, .

And {how the greatnels of my. Joy ¥

Wine, Lyde, Wine; fcorn fober Senfe, 5
My Bow! is firong, and that will make a weak defénce,

Doft fec how half the day is paft?

And yet, as if wing’d Time would iy,

You flill the precious Minutes wafte ;

And lead me on with flow delay. 10:
Wine, Lyds, Wine; to raife my flime,

Old lofty Wine, and feal'd with Bibulus's Name.

Y1l fing great Neprune bound by Rocks,

1l fing the Nereids Sea-green Hair ;

And how they fit, and {pread their Locks - i
To tempt the greedy Mariner: -

You to your Harp Latoma fing,

And Cynthia’s Arrows fhot from an unerring String.".

Both her who drawn my murm’ring Doves -

To Paphos guides with filken Strings, 29 -
While Cupids .wrait, ‘and wanton Loves - )
Fan their warm..Mothér with -their Wings:

Juft Songs and Thanks fhall praife the Night,
Forling’ring long, and giving fpace for gay Delight.

SEER-

Fg ODE"
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ODE XXIX.

He invites Macenas 2o an Entertainment.

MY noble Lord of Roya! Blood,

That from the Zufean Monacchs flow'd,
I have a Cask ne'er pierc'd before;
My Garlands wreath’d, my Crowns are made,
My Rofes pluckd to grace thy Head;

As fair and fweet as c'er Prenefie bore.

Make hafte, my Lord, and break away
From all the Shackles of delay,
From watry 2ibsr’s Fields retreat :
Let not low ZEfula delight,
Nor let her Vales detain thy fight,
Or Parricide Telegonus his Seat.

From thy difguttieg Plenty fly, ‘

Thy Palace leave, that mounts on high,

And hides her Head in bending Clouds;

Admire no more (but quickly conre) .

The Wealth, the Noife, and Smoak of Romse,
That appy Manfion of our future Gods.

Changes have often pleas’d the Great,
And'in a Cell a homely Treat

But {weet and good, and cleanly dreft,
Tho’ no rich Hangings grace the Rooms,
Of Purple wrought in Tyrian Looms,

-«

20

Have Tmooth’d a careful Brow,and calm¥ a troubled Biéalt,

The Dog’s and Lion’s fury rife,
With doubled Bzasi#Pthey fcorch the Skics ;

25

The
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The Swains retire to mid-day Dreams:

The bleating Flocks avoid the Heat,

And to the Springs and Shades retreat; .
And not one breath of Air curles o'er the Streams,

Whiltt you fill watch the turns of Fate,

The Careful Guardian of our State;

Intent on what the Mede prepares :

What leads the quiver'd Perfian: forth,

What moves the Bafrian, and the Novth,.
Are the diira&ing Objeés of thy Cares.

Future Events wife Providence
Hath hid in Night from buman Senfe,
“To narrow bounds our Search confin'dy .
And laughs to fee proud Mortals try
To fathom deep Eternity
With the fhort Line and Plummet of their Mind, .

h 4

Thofe Joys the prefent Hours produce-

“Take thankfully, my Lord, and ufe;.

All other things like Rivers flow,

In their own Channels ehro’ the Phin, .

They fall into the Ti/can Main,

And blefs the Country as they go:

When Rain hath raid the quict Floods;.

Whilt neighb'ring Mountains all around -

Are fil’d, and eche with the Sound,

They whirl the eaten Rocks and ‘Woods,
And drown the growing Labours of the Plow,.

Hie’s Mafter of himfel dlone,

He lives, that makes each Day his own: .

He lives, that can diin&ly Gy o
Tt is-cnough, for I have livid To<day:

He

3e
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Let Fove to-morrow fmxlmg rife,
Or let dark Clouds fpread o’er the Skies :
He cannot make the Pleafures void, - b
,Nor fower the Sweets I have enjoy'd,
Nor call that back which winged Hours have born away

till Fortune plays at faft and loofe, §.
And Rill malicioufly jocofe, T
Her cruel Sport fhe urges on ; : - . 6y
Now fmiles on me, on me beftows, . o
And then upon another throws '

Vaft heaps of Wealth, and takes them back as foon,

Whene’er fhe ftays with what fhe brings

I'm pleas’d, but when fhe fhakes hes Wings, . 70

I fireight refign my juft pretence

T give her back her fading Gold :

My felf ¥ in my Vistue fold, -
And live content with Want, and Innocence.

When fpreadiag Sails rough Tempefts tear. 5

1 make no lamentable Prayer :

1 do not bargain with the Gods,

Nor offer coftly Sacrifice |

To fave my precious Tjrian Dyes .
From adding Riches to the greedy Floods, - - S

E'en 'midft thefe Storms 1'll fafely ride,

My Bark fhall ftem the higheft Tide ;

Tho’ Tempefts tofs, and th’ Ocean raves,

Caflor thall gather gentle Gales, ‘

And Pollux fill my fpreading Sails, . . 85
And bear me fafe thro’ the ZEgean Waves,

e
oD2
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O DE XXX.
He promifesh bimfelf Eserwity.

IS finith'ds. I have rais’d a Monument

More ftrong than Brafs, and of a vaft extent;
ur than Egyps’s fatclielt Pyramid,

coftly Monument of Kingly Pride;: %
gh as Heav'n the Top, as Earthi the Bafis wide; - §.
‘b eating Showers, nor North-wind’s feeble Blaft,
whirling Time, nor flight of Years can wafte:
le Horace fhall not die, his Songs fhall fave

teft Portion from the greedy Grave :

wveth Ill grow, Rill green in fature Praife, - 18
Fime is loft, and Rome it felf decays:
be Chicf-Pricft and filent Maid no mare
W the Capitol, and Fove adore:
te vialent 4ufid ropls tbro’ humble Plains,
where fcorch’d Dasnus rul'd the lab’ring Swains, . 15
s fhall my Fame refound, there all hall ery
-1, the great from mean defeent, ’twas 1
firft did dare to bind the Grecian Song, -
unknown Numbers in the Roman Tongie :
, take thy Merits due, and proudly raife 20
Head, and gladly crown my Brows with Bays. .

Tbe. End of the Third Book.
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The FourTH BOOK.

ODE {. % Venvs. -
8. He is now growwn old and unfit for Low.
- 2. Dufires ber to go and vifit Young Pau-

lus. 3. Xer be fill thinks on bis loml}
Boy Ligurine. '

I'

ONG mtermpwd War
Thou, Venus, doft agam renew,
Oh fpare, for Pity, Venws, fpase !

1 am not what 1 was 5
In lovely Guuers's ealic Reiga,

When Hest wm‘ﬁ ev'ry Vein,
And manly Besuty fill'd my Face,
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Ceafe, Queen of foft Defires, - - -
To bend .wry Mind growa &iff with Age,
And fifty Years cngage
To crackle in thy waaton Fises.

But Youth and Besuty heur, -
Go where their tender Wifhes call,.
And let their Sighs prevail 5 '
Go, free young Virgins of their fear;.
' 1L
There is a Noble Game,
In Paulns Houfe, go drive thy Doves,
And revel with thy Loves,
His Heart deferves thy choiceft Flame::

For he is great in Chams, - -
The chiefeft Honour of the Bar,
He'll make fuccefsfl War,
And fpread the Glory of thy Arms,

When he, the Lovdly, fmiks,
When be the happy Man fhll prove,
- And win by naked Love - '
His giving Rivals coffly Spoils 5.

Of Cedar grac'd with Gold,
A fately Pile Thall proudly rife
As glorious as the Skies,
And thy blefs’d Image gladly hold ;.

Before thee, thrice a~day,

With Incenfe fweet, thy Strine fhall fmoke;
And Boys and Maids invoke,

Aad dance, and praife thee as they pray 3

21

¥

F &

[
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In waaton order move;,:
While Pipe, and-Flute; and clurmtng Lyre
Compofe the joyful Quire,
- And naked all, and fit for Love,

No Maids, no wanton Boys,
No empty hopes of mutual Love,
. My fecble Paffions move,
Or quicken my dead Soul to Joys :

E'en.Crowns and Wine difpleafe,
1.cannot laugh and drink all Night ;.

Old Age doth cramp Delight,

. And lead me down to lazy Eafe..
1L

But Ah ! what's this, my Dear! .
Desr Ligurine, ah ! tell me why,

Thele Drops forfake my Eye, .
And tender Sighs fan ev’ry Tear 2.

.- Why doth my flowing Tongue
* In unbecoming Silence fall ?-
And why do Sighs prevail,
And.in the midtt furprize my Song .

Thee, thee, my lovely Boy,
Now, now I clafp, and now in Dreams.
Purfue o'er Ficlds, and Streams;
Thee, thee, my Dear, my flying Joy.

5
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ODE IlI. ToAxTONIUS JULUS

. Nowe can imitate Pindar. 2. Commends An-
tony, and propofes Cefar’s Afions as & fiz Swb=
jeét for bis Mufe. -

. L
H E that to equal Pindar trics,
With waxen Wings he vainly flies
Too near exalted Fame s
0d muft expe& a Fate like his .
Vho fell, and gave the Sea a Name. ' s

s violent Rivers, fwoln with Rain,
reak o’er the neighb'ring fruitful Plain
With an impetuous Stream 3

o Pindar doth all Banks difdain,
ind overflows the higheft Theme, 1e

n all he doth deferve the Crown,
Vhether he rufhes boldly on,

_ And rouls new Words along
“hrough lawlefs Dlytbermbic/u- thrown §
> Thunders in a loofer Song : 15

)r Gods, or Gods next Kindred, Kings,.
0 mighty Numbers mighty Things;
Or valiant Heroes Names .
“hat kil'd the Centaurs, nobly fings, .
ind quench’d the fierce Chimara’s flames,. 20

) praifed him that fwiftly rode,
ind Crown’d return’d almoft 3 God:
From the Olympian Race ; -
X Verfes on the Brave beftow’d,.
Alore founding and more ftrong than Brafs,

24
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Or foftly fings, with pious Grief,
A Youth faatch’d from Yis weeping Wife,

- Aud bears their Names on high,
‘Their victyous Manners, plafant Life,
And doth forbid their Loves to dye. .

The Theban Swan vaft whirls of Air

Thro’ higheft Regions fwiftly bear
When he defigus to rife,

When he his lofty Head doth rear,

And fhoots it thro’. the Cloudy Skies.

1, like a Bee, with Toil and Pain,
Fly humbly o’er the flowry Plain,
And with a bufie Tongue
The little Sweets my Labours gais,
I work at latt into a Song.
I
But you fhall fing in higher Strains
What Conquefts mighty Cefar gains,
How great his Pomp appesrs,
When juftly Crown’d he leads in Chaing
The German Trophies of his Wars,

Greater than him no Age can know,
Nor, if they would, the Gods betow 5
No, they can blefs no.more
If they their Bounty firove to fhow;,

And would the Golden Age ceftore :

Then thou fhalt fing our feafting Days,
©ur City’s Joy. and publick Playe,

At Cefar’s wifh'd Retura :
Then thou fhalt fing how fiife decays,
And Conrts their peaceful Clients mourn,

And.
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ind there, if any patient Ear
Ay Mufe’s feeble Song will hear,

My Voice thall found thro’ Rome:
‘bee, Sun, Vll fing, thee, lovely fair;
‘hee, thee I'll praife, whea Cqfar’s come.

s you, great Poet, march along,

rom ev’ry Heart and ev'ry Tongue
A joyful Sowad fhall move,

" Triumphe be the Song,

hilft Incenfe fmokes to Gods above :

en fair Jarge Balls, scn luty Cows
«aft dye, to pay thy richer Vows;
Of my {mall Stock of Kiae
Calf juft wean'd, now Youthful grows
| Paftases fat, to fall for mine: - -

aus'd to puth, he now doth wildly ran,
od as the third-day’s rifing Moon
So bend his tender Horns ;
{ over Red, but where slone
milky Spot bis Front adorns.

ODE Il ZodkisMufe.

.

ny

By ber Favowr be gets immortal Reputation.

\.T whofe blefs’d Birth propitious Rays
The Mufes thed, on whom they fmile,
No dutty J#bmian Game
Shall ftouteft of the Ring proclim,
Or to reward his Toil

reath Ivy Crowns, or grace his Head with Bays.

s

Nor
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Nor ViQor, Laurel round his Brows,.
In an Achean Chariot ride :
No glorious Feats of War
His happy Skill, and Arms declare,
When he hath broke the Pride,
And baffled dreadful Thrats of baughty Foes-

But frightful Tiéur’s thady Groves,
Its pleafant Springs and purling Streams,.
Shall raifé 3 lafting Name, :
* #nd fet him high in founding Fame,
For Lyric Verfe the nobleft Themes,
Great as his Mind, and various as his Loves.. -

Rome, Emprefs of the Nations, writes,.
Writes me amongft the Lyric Train ;-
.+ And hence I Honour raife,
Tmmortal Love and lafting Praife -
Secure from Fears, and Pain, - :
For fharp-tooth'd Eavy now but faintly bxtet.

Sweet Mufe, that tun’ft the charming Lyre,

_ And draw’ft foft Sounds from ftubbora String, .

That can’ft the Eavious pleafe;
And foften Fury into Eafe, '
Teach filent Fith-to fing, : b
And Tuncs as {weet as dying Swans infpire,

*Tis thine, fweer Mufe, thy Gift alone, -
That, as I walk, all cry, *Tis be,
That warms with Lyric Fire,
"Tis he that tunes the Roman Lyre;.
And that I pleafe, I own,
Suppofe I pleafe, I bave it all from thee,.

£33

"
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O D E 1.

e celebraies the Praifes of Drufus, Claudius, exd
the Romans in gemeral.

[By another Hand ]

THE Royal Bird, to whom the King of Heav’n
The Empire of the feather'd Race bas giv'n,
For Services already done,
The Rape of Priam’s Son,
‘With high paternal Virtues fill'd,
Tho’ yeung, and from the Neft unskil'd,
His firft Attempt with trembling Pinions trics,
Then down the {weeping Wind with rapid {wiftnefs flics,
And midft the frighted Lambkins bears away,
With mighty Force, his trembling Prey; . - 10
Or dips his beak in Serpent’s Blood, :
Eager of Battle and of Food.

The Lion, Prince of Brutes, his Dam forfakes, ,

And tbrough the fhaggy Herd wild Shughter makes,
Chacing fome Goat along the Plain, 15

That flies, but flies in vain; :

Such Drufus did in Arms appear, <
When near the ps be urg'd the War : -

In vain the Rbeti did their Axes. wicld,

Like 4mazons they fought, like Women fled the Field: 26

But why thofe favage Troops this Weapon chufe,
Confirm'd by long eftablith'd ufe,

Hiftorians would in vain difclofe :
For who of Men all Sccrets knows ?

At length, when crath’d by the young. -Wmiom"i Hand,
They knew what Heroes, under Cafar train'd, - :1:

~
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Could do ; to whom the Sire bequeaths
His Soul ; in whom he breaths :

The royal Bird of mighty Fove

Never brings forth a timorous Dove : )
To valiant Fathers, vafiant Sons fucceed ;

Thus Bulls from Bulls defcend, and martial Horfes breed,

Yet the bet Blood by Learning is refin’d,

And Virtue arms the folid Mind ;
‘Whilk Vice will ftain the nobleft Race, - )

And the patesnal Stamp efface.

Metaurum’s bloody Waves and Banks fhall tell,
How Afdrubal by Roman Valour fell,
Xblt Rome to Nere's Off-fpring owes :
A nebler Sun arofe, ]
Smiling, with Triumph, on that Day,
Which chac’d our Clouds and Foes away ;
"‘Who, like @Flame, sll Italy o'er-ran,
Swift as the Eaftern Wind thet skims along the Main,
’Twas thea the Pow’rs above began to blefs 4
Our Troops with Conqueft and Succefs ;
The Gods, by impious Hands defac'd,
Once more ere&, their Alters grac’d.

At laft perfidious: Hamnibul thus fpoke 3
We, like the Stag, the brinded Wolf provoke; g0 -
And when Retrent is Victory,
Rufh on, tho’ fire te die :
Whent Troy was fack’d, this Feople came:
Thre” Bufoan Seas, and Grecian Flame;
Their Gods, their Parents, #nd their Chilren bore 55
From Hium’s ruin’d Walls te the .gw/onian SEore:
Now, like an Ogk er fome: cold Monntain’s Brov,
_ At every Wound they fprout and grow :
The Axand Sword new: Vigoar give, - -
. Aud by thelr Rutits chey revive, ° © 6o
Thus
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Thus Hercules, for matchlels Valour fam’d,
With fruitlefs Blows, the fertile Hydrs tam’d;
For as one Head the Hero flew,
The Monfter fpawn'd a new; /
And thus the Dragon’s Teeth, when fown, és
Were to a Martisl Hatveft grown.
If to the Seas you truft this happy Race,
ey gather Strength, and Pow’s, and Riches fram the Seas;
If to the Ficld their warlike Troops they lesd, .
They fill their Foes with Awe and Dread ; 79
Their Matrons fing theic warlike Feats, -
And every Toague their Fame repeats, .

No more the Herald fhall to Carrhage bear
‘The happy Tidings of Succefs in War:
Farewell to Fortune and Renowa, 7%
For all our Hopes are gone ;
With Afdrubal my Honour dy’d,
And Carthage perif’d by his Side.
The Roman Youth may march triumphant on,
x with aufpicious Smiles the Gods. their Drufus crown,
Great Fove ftill condefcends to blefs his Arms, 13
And faves him from impending Harms,
With Condu&, far above his Years, .
The Toils of War and Camps he bears, °

O DE V.

Y Reat Hero’s Son, Rems’s gracious Lerd, '

J How long fhall we: thy Abfence mourn.!

by promis’d felf at lat afford,

Reme’s facred Semare begs : Retwrn,

‘'eat Sir, reftore your Country Lights 3
When your aufpicions Béams arifty, - |

f a5 in Spring, the Sun’s: mere:

And fairer Days fmile o'er the Skics,
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As tender Mothers wait their Sons

Whom Storms have tofs'd above a Year,
And ev’ry nimble Day that runs

They load with Vows, and pious Fear :

They ne'er their Eyes from th’ Shores remove,
Longing to fee their Sons reftor'd ;

Thus Rome, infpir’d with loyal Love,
Expe&s her great, her gracious Lerd.

The Ox doth fafely Paftures trace,
And fruitful Ceres fills our Plains,
The Merchant fails o’er quiet Seas,
And unftain'd Faith, and Virtue reigns.

No bafe Adult’ry fains our Race,
Stri¢ Law hath tam’d that fpotted Vice ;
The Child can fhow his Father’s Face;
Pain waits on Sin, and checks its rife.

Who doth the dreadful Germans fear,
The Scythian Rage, ot Parthian Bow,

Or who the threat’aing Spaniards War,
Whil® Cefar lives, and rules below 2

In his own Hills each-fets his Sum ; -
To Widow Elms he leads his Vine;

And chearful, when his Toils are done,
Invokes thee o’er a Glafs of Wine: -

To thee our Prayers and Wines do flow,
. 'To thee, the Author of our Peace, .- .
As much as grateful Greece can thow

To Caffor, or grost Hercwles: -
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Long may you live, your Days be fair,
Beftow long Feafts, and long Delight !
This is our fober Morning Prayer,
And thefe our drunken Vows at Night,

O D E VL
Zo AroLLO avd D1AXaA.
Reat God, whom Niobe’s Race did know
A fharp Revenger of a haughty 'l‘ongue,
Whom luftful Titss wrong

Provok’d to draw his fatal Bow ;
And ftout Achilles found too great a Foe :

Tho’ fierce in Arms, tho’ Thetis Son,

Tho’ Death did wait upon his Sword, and Fear

Attended on his Spear; .
Tho’ wretched Troy almoft o'erthrown
Confefs’d his Force, he bow’d to thee alone.

Like Oaks which biting Axes wound,
Or Cyprefs tall which furious Storms divide,
He fpread his Ruin wide :
He felt the fatal Dart, he groan'd
And hid his noble Head in Trojan Ground :

Not he in great Minerva’s Horfe
Had cheated Tvoy, and Priam’s heediefs Court,
Diffolv’d in Wine and Sport ;
But hot, and deaf to all remorle,
Had fiercely ftorm’d our Walls with open Force :

And when ftrong Fates had Troy o’ercome,
Too favage he, alas ! with Grecian Flames
“ Had burnt the breeding Dames,

- And in their Mothers buraing Womb
Poor harmkﬁ Infants found an carly Tomb :
G

133
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But your kind Prayers, and Venus Face,
-Prevail'd on Fate, made angry Fwno kind,
And bent Fove’s mighty Mind
~» 'T'o grant a more aufpicious Place
%% raife a Town for great Zneas Race : 30

Fam’d Artift on the Mufes Lyre,
That bath’ft thy yellow Locks in Zahsbws Flood,
Sweet, {mooth-fac’d chaming Gody
Improve the Rage thou didft infpice, -
Encreafe my Heat, and Qill preferve my Fire, #

From Pheebus all my Faacy came,
**T'was Phoebus ficft that taught me how to fing,
And firike the fpeaking String 3 '
He Art infpir'd, be rais’d my Fame,
*Gave me the Glory of a Paet’s Name, 4

You, noble Maids, and noble Boyc.'
The chafte Diana’s chicfet Care below,
Whofe dreadful Darts and Bow
Fierce Tygers fear ; obferve my Voice,
Obierve the meafures of the publick Joys: 4

Juft Praifes give Latonia’s Son ;
And fing the Moon with her encreafiag Light -
The beauteous Queen of Night,
Kind to our Fruits, and {wift alooe ]
To turn the rapid Months, and whirl ’em down.’ 0

* When Marriage Bands confine thy Love, ‘
Then boaft, as Years brought round the Featt, 1 play’d
The Tanes that Horace made ; ' N
I fung his Verfe; and this did prove :
A pleafing Tribute to the Gods above. /]

ODE
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O D E VI
7o MANLIUS TORQUATUS.

13y

Tbe Spring coming on, from the Confideration of ony

frail Sease, be invites bim to be merry.

THE Saows are gone, and Grafs yeturns agaio,
New Leaves adora the i#idow Trees,
‘The unfwoln Streams their narrow Banks contam,
And foftly roul to quiet Seas :

The decent Nymphs with {miling Graces join'd,
Now naked dance i’th’ open -Air,

They dread no Blafts, nor fear the Wind
That wantons thro’ their flowisg Hair.

The nimble Hour that turns the cireling Year,
And {wiftly whirls the pleafing Day,

Forewarns thee to be Mortal in tﬁy Care,
Nor cramp thy Life with long Delay :

The Spring the Winter, Summer waftes the Spring,
And Summer’s Beauty’s quickly loft,

When drunken Awtumn {preads her drooping Wisg,
_ And next cold Wmter creeps in Froft.

The Moon, ’tis true, her Monthly Lofs repairs,
She freight renews her borrow’d Light ;

But when black Death hath turn’d owr fhining Yuars, .

Thcre follows one Emml N!ghc

When we fhall view the-Eoomy Sigion stors,

And walk among(t the mvighty Deady
Where Tullus, where ZEness went beforey -
. We fhall be Duft; i empry Shede:
Ga

15
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Who knows if ftubborn Fate will prove fo kind, 2
And join to this another Day ?- '
What c'er is for thy greedy Heir defign’d,
Will flip his Hands, and fly away :

Whea thou art gone, and Minos Seatence read,
Torquatus, there is no Return; 30

Thy Fame, nor all thy learned Tongue can plead, \
Nor Goodnefs, fhall unfeal the Urn : .

For chafte Hippolytus Diana ftrives,
She ftrives, but ah! fhe ftrives in vain ;

Nor Thefeus Care, and pious Force repricves 35
His dear Pirithosis from his Chain..

O D E VI
Zo MARcUs CENSORINUS.

Verfe is the beft and moft lafting Prefeist that a Man
can fend bis Friend.

Would be kiad, I would beftow,
Dear Cenforine, on all | know,
P hte' stltuﬂ, &'““ Fepar'd 3
Or Bowls the ftouteft Greeks Reward : )
On you, my Friend, and half my Heart, 5
Some curious Piece of noble Art; - SR
Could I the famous Works command
Of Scopa’s or Parrbafius Hand,
One skill'd in Stone, and one in Paint,
To frame a Man, or make a Saint: x0
The Art declar’d the Frame divine,
And God appear’d in ev’ry Line.
But I am poor, and your Eftate :
Gives you all thele, your Soul too great
: To

we———
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o want fuch Thiags; but You delight
) noble Verfe, and T can write;
) thefe I'm rich, can pleafe a Friend;
nd fhow the Wosth of what 1 fend =
fot ftately Pillars rai’d in Brafs,
lor Stones inferib’d with publick Praife,
ho’ fuch new Heat and Vigour give,
ind make the bury’d Heroes live ;
‘he hafty Flight, the wond'rous Fall,
nd threats thrown back on Hannibal,
lot impious Carthage bright in Flames,
lis Praife, who came increas’d in Names
rom conquer'd Africk, Virtues fhow
vith half the Glory Verfe can do:
f Books were dumb, what fmall Regard
Vould Virtue meet, what mean Reward?
nd who had Rome’s great Founder known,
‘ho’ fprung from Mars, tho’ Ilia’s Son,
f envious Silence had with-held
lis great Deferts, and Fame conceal'd
rom Shades below, and gloomy Night,
y Poet’s Pow’r, and force of Wit,
ree’d Eacus ferenely reigns
. mighty King in.happy Plains.
‘he Mufe forbids great Worth to die ;-
m whom fhe will beffows the Sky :
‘hus great Alides carves the Fealt:
7ith Fove himfelf, a noble Gueft:
‘bus fhining Caffor kindly faves

feeble Ship in rougheft Waves :
od Bacchus, crown’d with Ivy, hears
ur modeft Vows, and fpeeds our Pray’rs.

.83
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ODE IX. 7o Leorrius.

His Songs fball mever die; and be is refviv'd to
make bis Friend Lollius’s Neme live for ever,

AIN Fear, to think thofe Wards will die
Which born by 4ufid’s rowling Stream,
With unknown Art I firft did try
In Lyrick Nambers jain'd
With charming Strings to biad,
Aad gently raife my noble Theme.

Tho’ King in Verfe great Homer relgm.
Aod doth Equality refufe 3
Yet Pindar lives in lofty Strains,
Alcaus gubly charms,
The Caan Lyric warms
With grave Stefichorns ftately Mufe :

We read Anacreon’s wanton Toys ;
Whiltt they our Paffions geatly move,
No Eavy blafts, no Age defiroys 3
And Sapphe’s charming Lyre
Preferves her foft Defire, _
And tunes our ravifh'd Souls to Love,

Neot only Helen’s Heart was fir'd,
When bafely carele(s of her Fame
She Paris Princely Train sdmir'd,
His Curls furprizing Grace,
His Drefs, his Art, his Face,
And lewdly fed her lawles Flame,

Not Trucer firft drew fatal Bows
Net Troy but once felt Graian Rage ;
Not only Sthenelus brav’d his Foes,

L]
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The great firk-born of Fame, -
That fought, and overcame,
And lives in Verfe to future Age.

Not Hedor firft the Glory won-

Of bravely fpending Royal Blood

To guard his hopes, his durling Soa ; -
Nor firt profufe of Life
To fave a Virtuous Wife,

And do his dying Country good.

Before that Age a thoufand liv'd,
. And feat furprizing Glories forth,
Bat none the filent Grave furviv'd 3
In Night their Splendor’s gone,
They fell, unmourn'd, unknown : -
Becaufe no Verfe embalms their Worth,

" What Worth doth laxy Sloth excel,
If ’tis with-held from founding Fame ?
Thy Glories I will loudly tell,
And in immortal Verfe
Thy living Praife rebearfe,
Nor fuffer Age to wafte thy Name.

A genrous Mind, in A&ion bold,

Wife in Debate, in Council grave,

‘Too firong for all-attradting Gold :
Let Fortune frown or fmile, -
Thy Soul is conftant ftill,

I cither State ’tis great and brave :

Not Conful only for one Yesr,
Bat fill the Chair as oft obtain’d
As cqual Juttice rul'd the Bar,

G4
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As oft as Crimes accus’d,
And guilty Bribes refusd,
With haughty Look fhe nobly reign'd : 6

Believe not thofe that Lands poffefs,
And fhining Heaps of ufelefs Ore,
The only Lords of Happinefs;
But rather thofe that know :
For what kind Fates beftow, &
And have the Art to ufe the Store '

That have the gen'rous Skill to bear

The bated Weight of Poverty ; :

Who more than Death will Bafenefs fear, .
Who nobly, to defend 70
Their Country or their Friend,

Embrace their Fate, and gladly die,

ODE X. To Scornful LIGURINE.

Age will come, Beanty wafle, and thew be w:ll h
Jorry for bis prefens Pride.

AH lovely yet, and great in Charms,
Ab coy, and flying from my Arms!
When an unlook’d for Beard fhall hide
And fcatter’d Hairs fpread o'er thy Pride ;
When all thofe wanton Curls fhall fall, [l
‘Thy Rofy Colour yield to Pale,

Thy Checks grow wan, thy Body pine,

And leave a different Ligurine,

Ah thou fhalt fay, whene’er the Glafy

Shall fhow thee qmte another Face, : 10
"Ah whilft I was a vig'rous Boy,
Why did I not this Mind enjoy !

©r fince I now fo freely burn, "
Why won’t my former Face return |

e
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O-DE XI. 7o PayLLIS.

On M=cenas bis Birth-Day, be invites ber to
& Feaft.

I Keep fome Casks of racy Wines:
Full nine Years old ; to crown thy Hair
My Parfly grows ; my Ivy twines '
To grace thy Head, and make Thee fair :

My Rooms well furnifh’d Joy proclaim, -
My Altar, crown’d witg'facred Wood-

And Vervine chafte, expeéts her Lamb;
And thirfts to-drink the promis'd Blood.

All Hands at work, my Boys and Maidé
With bufie Hafte the Feaft prepare, o

My Torches raife their trembling Heads;

- And roll dark Volumes thro’ the. Air :

But now to tell what Joys to Night-
- call thee tos I keep the Dle
That April's Month, the choice Delight 8

Of Sea-born Vemms, doth divide :

A Day of Joy and Mirth appears,
And almoft dearer than my own ;.
It fhuts Macenas former Years, .
* And brings another gently on-:- ' 20°

That Telephus whom you defire;.
A richer Maid and Beauty gains;
Young, Wanton, Gay, and full of Fire;
And bolds him faft ia pleafing Chains ¢

> G s Barog:
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Burnt Phaéton checks hopes too high,

From Heaw’s by dreadful Thunder throws 3
And Pegafus refus'd to fly

And threwr his martal Rider dowen @

Then Phyllis ftop thy rifing Flame,

And all ambitious Thoughts.remose;
*Tis Sin to hunt teo great a Game,

And fly at an unequal Lave :

Come,~come, my laft, my dearcft Mifs,
« The laft I can I muft adase &
No Face fhall €er provake 3 Kifs 3
And other Beauty warm na mexe. .

Come learn, my Dear, fbme pleafing Song,
Wlnch you, with a frprizing Adr,
ight warble o’er your charming Tanguas
or Songs are good ta leffens Care.

ODE XII. To VIRGIL.

He defiribes the Spring, and. invites bjm ta- Sa”a'.

T HE foft Companions of the’ Spriagy
The gentle Thracian Gales

Spread o'er the Earth their flow'’sy Wiag,
And fwell the greedy Merchant’s Salls :

The Streams not {woln with.naclted Snowy ¢
In falr Meanders play,

To quiet Seas they {fmoothly fow,

And gently eat their eafic way.

The Swallow with the Spring returas,
And as fhe builds her Neft,

iy
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Her murder'd Irys fadly mourns,
And fighs, and beats her troubled Breaft.

The Swallow, Ashens lafting Shame,
For the’ her Caufe was juft,

Her Breat conceiv'd & lawlefs Flawve,

And ill reveng'd the Tyrmt's Lott. -

The Swain, whil@t Flocks fecurely feed,
Sits down, nd fweetly plays,

He foftly blows his Oaten Réed,

And pleafeth Pan with raral Lays.

* The Seafon, Ptrgil; brings us Thirft ;
And if you Mirth defign

With noble Youths, bring Oyntment firft; .

And I'll provide thee racy Wine :

For one fmall Box of Oyntment brought, -

I will 2 Cask prepare, ‘
*Tis firong to tame a lofty Thought,

Check Hopes, and wath dowm bittee Care, -

Now if you'll make a joyful Gueft,
I'll not, as Nobles do,

Bear all the Charges of the Faaft,

But muft expect a Share from you,

"Think Lifeis thort, forget thy Fears, -
And-esger Thouins of Gy,

Short Folly mix with graver Cares, .
’Tis decent fometimes to be vain,

13
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ODE XII. 7o Lyce.
He snfults over lm" now jbe is growm old.

T HE’ Gods have heard, I,ycc, the Gods have hear
. The Gods bave heard my Pray’r; .

As 1 have wifh'd, and you have fear'd,

You're old, yet would be counted fair :

You toy, you impudently drink, to raife
Your lazy dull Defire,
You ftrive to heighten to a Blaze
With your cold Breath the dying Fire.

In vain, *is all in vain, coy Cupid flics,
A better Seat he feeks,
Ta young foft Chloé"s Face he lies,
And gently wantons in her Cheeks :

Coy he flies o’er dry Oaks, he fcorns thy Face,
Becaufe a furrow’d Brow
And hollow Egyes thy Form difgrace,
And o’er thy Head Age fcatters Snow.

Nor can thy coftly Drefs from th’ Eaftern Shore,
With all the Gems it bears,
Thy former lovely Youth reftore,
Nor bring thee back thy featter'd Yem 5

Tbofe Years, which the Eteral Wheel bath li»un.
: And drawn beyond thy Prime,
Thro® which fwift Day hath nimbly run,
And fhut in kaown Records of Time.

Where is that Beauty, where that charming Air,
* That Shape, that amorous Play ?

1o~
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Ob, what baft thou of Her, of Her,

Whofe ev'’ry Look did Love infpire,

Whofe ev’ry breathing fann'd my Fire,

And ftole me from my. felf away ? 30

To lovely Gynera’s Face fet next in Fame
For all that' can furprize,
For all thofe Arts that raife a Flame,
And kindly feed it at our Eyes ;

Bat hafty Fate cut charming Cynera fhort, 3y
That Fate that now prepares
Old Lyce, old as Daws for Sport,
And fcorn as grievous as. her Years,.

When our hot Yotiths fhall come, and laugh to fce
The Torch that burnt before 5
And kindled aged Lechery,
To Afhes fall'n, and warm no more.

3.

ODE XIV. 0o AuGcUSTUS:

That bis D:fert.r are much greater tkan awy Re-
wardr Rome can hjlow.

OW can the Seuu s, how the Puplc’s Care,
Tho’ all with Gifts that fwell with Hogours firive,
A latting Monument prepare
To make thy Glory: live, )
And thy great Name thro’ future Ages bear 7~ )

- O greateft Prince the circling Sun can view ! -
Whom ftout Vindelici, unlearn’d in Fear,
From glorious Oonqueﬁs lately. knew
How great he is in- War,

And Kl that all that Fame bad told was true; 1o
Brave
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Brave Drufus led thy congu’ring Legions us,
Aod fierce Genasns a frobborm Nation breke 3
The furious Brewni's Force d'athrowa -
Now gladly take the Yoke,
The Glory of their Slav’ry proudly own.

Strong Caftles fix’d on Mouwesins valy bigh,
Almotft as high as his afpining Thovgh,
With a repeated Victary
Thrown down ; he climb’d and fought
Where Fear or wiaged Meps karce der'd co fly.

Next Elder Nero great in Arme appear’d,
And Rheti fought ; a-Sight fer Gods ro fbe,
‘What Slaughters broke their Souls prepar’d
For Desth with Liberty, :
Aad led the Conquerer to- high Rewsd,

As raging Winds, with en impetuons Courfe,
When ftormy Stars affift, do tofs the Flood,
So fierce he braaks theo’ armed Foxce,
Thro’ Darts and Streams of Blood,

Anﬂtbmmfngnm, befpmbixfoamﬁigﬂotﬁ:'

As branched Auﬁdm doth Moles diffain,
And thro’ paliew Fieldy doth whir} bis Wavey,
When rsiv'd by Seow or {woln whh Rain,
Againft his Banks he raves,
And threatens Floods to all the fnitfad Plﬂ'

Thus Clasdins violent dxd in Arms appear,
No Bands, no barbveus Troops Mis Force could Ry,
The Front, the Body, and the Rm
Secure he fwept sway,
And o'er the Ficld he featter’d dreadful War'

4
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you your Forces, you your Countel leus,

nortal Coursge could his Arms oppoie ?
n to his Aid yeur Gods you fens,

i thunder'd on bis Foes,

rew among them Slhav'ry a3 he wemr,

appliant Egype in ber y Fixose

d thee Lord, the Pates frive to blefs,
Title to the Empire 0% -

y fifteen Years Succefs ;

I increafe the Glery of thy Crewm,

ree Cantabrian, not te be ¢'ercome

thy Arms, the Indian and the Adde,
wand'ring Scythiens kxk & Home,

nd thee they wifely dvead 5

nt Guard of Iraly snd Roms !

aves that beat the Bvrifk moufirous Shore,
ler, Nile, and Tunais vapid Strcam,

e Spaniards now rebel no mere,

nd Gawls that Death contema

wn their Arms,- and quiesly ‘sdove,

_ODE Xv.
He praifeth Auguftus.

HEN 1 would fing of neble Fights,
Of lofty Things it lefey Flights,

i Harp my Temples ftraak,

:mbling Strings in Confort fhook,
fwer'd v the Tenes he fpoke &

iip is weak, he faid, forbear,’

Tpt not raging Seas too far.

ge, great Cefar, gracious Loxd,
eaty to our Fields reftor’d :

"

Proud
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Proud Parshians captive Arms refign
To mighty Feus’s and Cefar’s Shrine,

. Now noific Wars and Tumults ceafe,
And Fanus Temple’s barr’d by Pesce :
Wild Laft is baund in modeft Chaias,
And Licence feels juft Order’s Reins:
Stri& Virtue rules, good Laws command;
And banifl’d Sin forfakes the Land :
You all thofe gen’rous Arts renew,

By which our Infant Empire grew;
By which her Famesfpread vaftly wide,
And carry'd in Majeftick Pride

From Eaff to Wi} fevencly fhoue,

As far and glorious ss the Sun.

Whilft Cefar lives and rules in Peace, .
No civil Wars fhall break our Eafe,

No Rage that fatal Swords prepares, .
And hurries wretched Towns to Wars:
Not cruel Geses tho' bath'd in Blood,
Not thofe by Tunais faithlefs Flood,
Not thofe that drink Dansbiss Streams,
Shall glorious Caefar’s Laws contemn :
We on our Feaft, and working days,
*Mid#t jovial Cups will gladly praife;
Our pious Wives, and pratling Boys
Sball firft the Gods with humble Voice,
And then with Pipes and founding Verfe
‘The Heroes noble A&s rehearfe ;
nuchifes, Troy our Songs fhall grace,
Aqd brave ZEneas, Venus happy Race.

The End of the Fourth Book.. -

sigRe
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PODE S

E P ODE L

%o MECENAS
P23 Y Lerd, my beft, and deare Friend, .
Y B2 The chicfelt Bulwark of the State ;
In tall Liburnian Ships defend
Great Cafar’s Caufe, and prop his Fate. -

Before his Danger thruft your own : s
But what fhall he that breaths in you,
That fcorns to live when you are gone,
What thall forfaken Horace do 2

Shall I it down and take my Eafe ?

But without you what Joys delight ?- re
Or fteel my Softnefs, ftem ghe Seas,

Or bolder grow, and dare to fight ?

Or fhall I arm my feeble Breatt,
And wait on you thro’ Alpine Snow,
Or farthet Regions: of the i#2f, g
. Where Cafar bids the Valiant go ?
- You
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You ask why thes I boldly prefs,
 And whet fhould feeble I do there ¥
My Fesr, my Lord, will be the lefs 5.

For Abfence ftill increafes Fear.

Thus Birds on Wing are moft afraid

That Snakes will come when they’re away,
Tho’ prefent they're too weak to aid,

And fave the cafy Callow Prey.

I would be ftout, difcard my Fears,
- The gresteRt Deogers bravely prove,
And venture this or other Wars

In bopes, my.Lerd, to keep your Love:

But not to have more Oxen groan

Beneath my Plows, nor feed more Swains 3.

Nor yet as Heat or Cold.comes on,
To drive my Sheep to other Plains :.

Not to enlayge my Country Seat,
Or get vaft Heaps of fhining Ore;
Your Boumty, Sir, hath made me great,’
And furnifh'd with fofficient Store,

I:do not Heups of Gold defire,

To hide, and have no Heart to ufe,
As Chremes did 3 nor Wealth require,
¢ - On befer Lufts to be profufe,

¥
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_ EPODE IL
The Pleafures of a Conntry and resir'd Life..

Appy the Man beyond pretence,
(Such was the Scste of Innocence)

That loofe from Care, from Bufinef free,
From griping Debts and Ufury,
Contented in an humble Fate,
With his own Ozen ploughs his own Eftate:.
No early Trumpet breaks his Esfe,
He doth not dread the angry Seas.
#e flics the Bar, from Noife retreats,
And fhuns the Noblss haughty Seats,
But Marriageable Vines he leada
To lufty Oaks, and kindly Weds 2.
Or carclefly in Vallies traysy
«And fmiles to fee his Oxen graae:
He prunes his Vines, or grafts his Trees
Or fheers his Sheep, or takes bis Beet s
From Combs well prefs'd his Honey flows,
Almoft as fweet as his Repofe :
Or when the mecliow Autamn rears.
Bis fruitful Head, he'gathers Paars,
Or Purple Grapes, and thefe reward
With pleafing Gifts his Holy Guard ;.
Thee, Silvian, and Priapus theo -
A Tribute fills from ev’ry Troe :
Now finiles beneath & Myrile Shade
On flow’ry Banks fupinely hid,
Whilt near his Head there crecps a Spring,
And the free Birds around him fing :
Q Fountains, with their murm’ring Streams, .
Invite to fhort and eafy Dreams :
Or when cold Fove hatb tarn’d the Year,
And Rain and Snow and Froft sppess,

85
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He takes his Hounds, firong Toils be fets,
And drives fierce Boars to fecret Nets ;
Or Springes lays in every Bufh,

To take the Black-bird and the Thrufh :
Or fearful Hare, or ftranger Crane,.

All fweet Rewards do cheer his Pain.
Who, ’midft thefe pleafing Joys, does bear
The num’rous Ills of Love and Fear ?

In Towns the Tyrant Paffions reign,
And fpread their Cares, but fly the Plain.
But if a Wife, more chafte than fair,
(Such as the ancicnt Sabines were,

Such as the Brown Apwlian Dame,

©Of mod’rate Face, and hone@t Fame)
With equal Care, his Care fhall meet,
And keep the Houfe and Children fweét 3
Againft he comes provide a Fire,

As pure and warm as her Defire:-

“And, with an honeft chearful Smile,
Receive him weary from his Toil :

Pen ap her felf, and Milk the Kine,
Then draw a Pot of Country Wine,

And fireight with what her Fields afford.
Doth furnith out an eafy Board :

I would not change for all the State

And coftly Trouble of: the Great 3

Their Oyfters, Trouts, and all the Store
Of Luxury would take no more ;

“Fheic Fifh that catering-Storms, to pleafe
Their Palate, tofs from Eaftern Seas,
The Pheafant, Partridge, Quail and Teal
Would not go dewn, nor tafte as well
As Olives pluck’d from laden Boughs,

Or Sorrel that in Pafture grows ;

Or Mallows fweet, extreamly. good:

For Bodies bound, poor wholfome Food,

U
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> Lambkins kil'd a fheering Feaft: :

X refcu’d from a greedy Beafk: 70
Amidft thefe Daintics, Oh the vatt Delight o,
[o fec fed Sheep come home at Night ! S
To hear the weary Oxen low,

\nd almoft tir'd trail back the Plow!

o fee my merry Clowns Caroufe, 75
And fivarm about my cleanly Houfe. ‘
rhis Alphins faid, the fam’d, and known,

The griping Ufurer of the Town,

Refolv’d to leave his Cares and Strife

And quickly lead a Country Life; 8o
dne Week he calld his Mony in,

The next he leat it out sgain.

EPODE I
Zo MECENAS.

He foows bis Diflike to an Onion that made
bim Sick.

[F any, let’s fuppofe fo damn’d a Rage,
Forget their Duty and their Age;
And eager to enjoy the whole Eftate,
With impious Hands fhall haften Fate,
And their Old Fathers coming Death prevent, 5
Let Onions be their Punifhment, ’
) Reapers Stomachs ! Ah! what Poifon reigns,
What fecret Fire runs d'er my Veins ?
ath Viper's Blood, or bath Canidia’s Breath
Blown o’er my Meat, and mingled Death? I
When Fafon did Medea’s Fancy move, .
And fhe fixd on him for a Love,
Sefore the reft, fhe gave him this to tame
, The fiery Bulls, and quench their Flames
: By
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By Prefents dipt in this Cresfs dy'd,

. And Fafon mourn’d his promis’d Bride:
‘Such farious heat as rages o’er my Veing
Nc'er fcarch’d the dry Apulian Plains,
Nor did the flaming Poys'nous Gift infeft
with half fuch Heat Alcides Breaft:

My merry Lord, if c'er you tafte of this,
May ev’ry Maid deny a Kifs; :
But ftop her Mouth, ery foh! refofe Delight,

And nc'er lic near thee all the Night.

EPODE 1V
Zo VULTE1US MENA, 4 Freed-Man of Po

AS much as Lambs with Wolyes agree,

So much, bsfe Sot, do I with thee;

With Spanifh Whips thy Sides are torn,

Thy Lege with heavy Shackles worn:-

Tho’ Fortune fmiles and fwells thy Mind,

It gilds, but cannot change the Kind:

Do't fee when thou with rufling Gown

Do’ fwecp the Mall, how many frown,

How each that views thee, fcrews his Face,

And jultly feorns the gawdy Afs!

He lately whip'd at the Carts Tail,

The very fcandal of the Jayl,”

Now vaftly. rich, a mighty Spark,

In Coach and Six flies o’er the Park:

At Piays he takes the Box, in fpighe’ .
Of Orho’s Law, a doughty Kaight ! N

What Honour is't to free the Waves, . S
From Pirates Rage, and tame the Sleves, -
What Honour can attend the War * . °
Where /e a Capiain chims @ thare?
EPC
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EPODE V.

Againfl the Witch Canidia, where be difcavers the
Cruclty and Bafenefs of fuch Creatures.

BU T O whatever God doft fill the Sky,

And rule the Earth and Men below,
What meags that Rout ? And why

Each Fwry bends on me an angry Brow?

By all thy Brood, if c’er Lucine cwmne 5
" To real Birth, and eas’d thy Throws:
By Hosenr's ufele(s Name,
By Feve that fees, and will revenge my Woes:

Why doth that Stepdame’s Frown afiright ?
That Rage thy ghzﬂly Form difgrace?
. A hunted Tyger's

And grinoing fury fit upon tlly Face?

Thus {adly fpake the naked lovely Child,
Which c’en a Thracian’s Soul might move,
Make ragiog Fury mild, 18
And in a flinty Bofom kindle Love:
Canidia, Serpents wreatl'd her thaggy Brow,
Appear'd, and thefe Commands fhe gave;
A Funeral Cyprefs Bough,
And 2 wild Fig-tree rooted from a Grave; 20

& Scritch-Owl's Feather, Eggs befmear’d with Blood,
Of ctoakmg Frogs, a Tyger’s Pawes,

A fwilling angry Toad,
And Bones fnatch'd from a huagry Bitch's Jaws
Bach
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Each pow’rful Herb that in Iferia fprings
To raife firong Love, or Anger tame,
And all that Colchos brings,
Go mix, end burn them in a Magick Flame,

Whilft ready Sagana trom beechen Cup
Pour’d Stygiam Water o'er the Fioors,
Her Hair an end ftood up '
Like Hedge-hogs Briftles, or a running Boar’ss

But harden’d Veja, deaf to all remorfe,
A lietle Grave had quickly made;
She rais’d her feeble force,
And joy’d to fweat and groan upon the Spade:

Where fix'd chin-deep the poor uhhappy Gueft
By looking on his meat muft dye,
Whilft they reaew the Feaft,
And he ftands famifh'd, feeding at bis Eye:

That his dry Marrow, and his raging Heart,
When his weak Senfes fail, may prove
Fit for their Magick Art, .
And make ingredients for a Cup. of Love:

All thought that luftful Fhria too was one
That came to view the horrid fight,
She that can charm the Moon,

And force the Stars from their fix'd feats of light:

Here fierce Canidia, whilft her unpar'd Nail
She goaw'd with an envenom’d: Tooth,
Oh what did fhe conceal!

What horrid Words broke from her impious ,Moﬁth!‘

¥y
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EPODE V.. 1y
fhou Niglit, thou Moon, and all ye meaner Lights,
That charm dall Mortals into Sleep,
And when our facred Rites 1]
\re done, an undifturbed filence keep;

\fift me now with all your Strength and Rage,
" That I might pay the Debts I owe,
Your greateft force engage
To wreak my fpight on my unhsppy Foej 6o

While cruel Beafls afleep in Woeds are fife,
Let the Sabwrran Mafliffs bark,
(Twill make the Neighboars laugh)
At the old Leacher creeping in the dark:

When fierce defire bath raging fury bred, 6
Then let him walk as Lufts perfwade,
- With Oyntment round bis Head

As firong as €er my skilful Haods have made :

Ah! what's the matter! where’s the Power of Charms
Which fierce Medea once did prove, 70
When with thefe conqu'ring Arins
She furioufly reveng'd her injur'd Love!

When, with a Gsrment lin’d with fecret Flame;
(What will not jealous Rage infpire?)
She burnt the lovely Dame, 75
And wrapt falfe Fafon’s youthful Bride in fire !

Ah! fure no pow’rful Herb hath fcap’d my fight,
In fhady Groves or purling Streams;
And yet He fleeps all Night, ",
No wanton Mifs difturbs him ¢'cn in Dreams: £ 8e

H A
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Ah! Ah! fome Witch mons skilful fts Thes free,
Unhappy Varss, deem'd to ill,
Thon fhalt return to Me; .
Il force Thee back by an uswfial Skill :

With unrcfifled Aet I'l bind thy Soul,
No Charms fhall than thy Mind seftoces
T'll mix a fironger Bowsd,
A urge Thee fiill as Then dof: {osn ﬁhm

Firft Heav’n thall dowewesd, Bacth el upwend. move
And to the Center Stars retive;
E'er thou flle ctala t0. Laave, ,
Or burn like Brimfloms in o fnoeky Fises.

‘The injur'd Boy inrsg'd a0 fsovo
To foften themn by Pray's, .
And gentle Pity miove, '
But {poke: thelo dying Woeds i doep Refpair - -

Poar Charms, tao weak te alter Haman Fate,
And hinder Plagues from Rage Dunc;
No Blood hall expiste
So folemn, and :fo geeat .4 Cusle 2t mioe.

When Y am Dead. then l’ll.a:Gb&.ly-Ngbt
With crooked: Nails your Jews iovade,
At ev’ry turn affright;
For that's the force .and firy of a Shade.

Then will I it upon your fearful Bueall,

And there my deeadfisl Wasches kcep.
Difturb approaching -Raft,

Aaddnveawqyduhzyamdntsm
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Thro® every Street the Crowd in lnae
Shall beain the ugly Hags with 1o
And when Desth comes at hlt,
The Crows fhall fcatter, Wolves fhall break your Bones:

And this my Parents (sh they muft furvive
Andﬂaekmvm.mdmonmforme) _
Tho’ many Years they grieve 11§
Gromgmymmﬂnnlmmdﬁniktoﬁe ,

EPODE VL

' A,g.;.ﬁm Severus, & very fenrrilens avd
#bafive Rbymer.

Afe coward Curr, when harmlefs Strasgers come,
You fnarl and bark sbout the Room:
But when 3 fierce and fhagged Wolf appears,
How foos you whinc and hang your Ears}
Come, make at me, if you refolve to fight,
" For I have Teeth, and dare to bite:
The gen'rous Maftiff I of aoble Senfe,
The careful Shepherd’s kind Defence;
With Ears an-end thro’ Snow snd Froft purfue
‘Whatever Beaft I have in view:
When thou the Woods with frightful founds haft lhook
Thou leap'ft for evYy lttle Brook :
Take heed, mkeMd to Rogues a deadly Foe,
'm fill prepar’d to frike the Blow:
As ﬂwpnﬁ«ce Archilochys bis Song 1s
bhea:pp.mxmmgctm
If any Malice wounds.my Fame, I
Like a poor Child fit doswa end cry?

*
Hi EPODE -
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" EPODE VIIL

To bis Citizens, that are ready to engage in
another Civil War. ‘

Here, Mad-men, where? where, fo averfe to Pexce,
Your ruty Swords chat flept in eafe
Why drawn? What, bath not ev’ry Country flow’d,
And ev'ry Sea, with Roman Blood?
Not to purfue your Angry Fathers Hate, ']
And urge proud Carsbage rival Fate,
Nor snake the vatouch’d Brisains flaves to Reme,
And lead them chain'd in Triumph bome;
But what the Parthians often pray to view, _
Thefe Arms are now prepar’d to do: © 10
Againft your fIf, ah me! you naife them all,
And Rome by her own Hands muit fall :
E'en Wolves are to more. gentle thoughts. inclin’d,
And prey but on another kind - o
What, is it Madnels, is it ftupid Rege, 15
That doth the brutal Arms cogage?
Or is it Sin? fpeak; not one Word will come 3
*Tis cruel Fate that urges Roms : .
' Since Remws fell about thy rifing Walls
. His loud-tongu'd Blood for Vengeance calls : 20
‘The Iffue then began, and fill hath flow'd,
For Blood muft be reveng'd with Blood.

EPODE
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EPODE IX. ToMECENAS.

He wifpes for the good News of Camfar’s Pictory
over Mark Antony, tbat they might be merry
as formerly, when Sextus Pompeius was over-
thrown.

WH EN will the happy Morning come,
And bring the welcome News to Reme,
That 1, my Lord, with you may dine,
And in your flately Houke
Full Bowls caroufe, 3
Preferv'd for this expected Joy, of racy Winel

Where Pipes fhall join the fpeaking String,
And tuneful Voices gladly fing,
As you, my Lord, and 1 have done;
When Powpey turn'd his Head N
Ad hkly M: ' -
Confeffing Cafar’s Fortune greater than bis own:

His flaming Ships blaz’d o’er the: Wave;
While flying by the Light they gave,
He left thofe Chains which faithlefs he: r¥
Had loo#’d from fervile Hands, ’
And threatned Bands,
To happy Reme, by Cafar’s Will, and Natuse free:

A Reman (who will Credit give,
What future Age this Truth receive?) Y
TFurn'd Woman’s Slave, with fervile Hands i
A common Soldier bears
. The Drudgery of Wars,
And can endure her witherd Evnnobs bafe Commands :
- : Hs R Amide
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Amidit the Arms, dithoneft Sight! 2
The Sun that view'd withdrew the Light,
As once at curft Thyefles Feaft ;
s twate afam’d to fe
The Canapy.
And the great Roman’ Iolling on & Womin’s Breift. 30

16 Triumphe, break dchy,
Why doth the golden Chariot ftay?
And not the promi’d Oxen fall?
I6 Triumphe bring,
The greateft King,
The common Good, the Contfort, sad the Joy ddll

Fugnrtha's Wars, 4nd nobke Tells
Ne'er fhow'd his Equal grac'd with Spoeilss
Nor conquer'd fftick e €0 Rome, .
Altho’ his lafting Name S
Is great in Faine,
A ruin'd Carrhage lies to ke hig aobde M

Where will the conquér'd Rowiin By,

From Ce/far’s Hand, and Cefar’s Eye? :

Whar will the conquer’d Roman do ¥ o
‘What Wiads, what fervile Galds, .

That on his Mafter Cefar'd may @ freely blow ?

More Bowls and lerger Bowhs, miy Boy,
As large as my extenfive Joy, 1]
Let Mirth advance my good defign : '
*Tis {weet to eafe ty Cates
For Cefab's W ats,
And drown all mclancholly Thoughts ifi notle Whte,

'EPODE
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EPODE X. .
He wifbes Mavius the Poet may be Joipwrackd.., .

THAT cuned Ship, that flinking Mevins bore, ,~(ﬁ
With an ill Omen left the Shore; w
South-wind, befure yom saile the {welling Tides,
And floutly beat her feeble Sides ; ,
You Eaft-wind, turn the Sea and break the Oars, 5
And whirl ber Sails to ditint Shoars;
The North-wind rage, as when he tears the Woods
- On lofty Hills, and tofs the Floods: :
No friendly Star fhine throuﬁh the cloudy Night,
But fad Orion’s wat’ry Light: 1o
Hah ! let him now no fmoother Waves enjoy
Than thofe that tofs’d the Greeks from Tvey,
When Pallas hatsed from the flaming Town
On wicked jax Ships was thrown,
Hah! Hah! what Swest fhall frem thy Sea-men fow, y
And what Death-pale fpread o'er thy Brow!
What Woman’s Cries, and what .unmanly Tears,
What Vows to Feve's relentlels Ears!
When South-winds o'er th’ Liniaw Tids
Shall beat thy Ship, and beeak her Side, 2
Then if I fee thee fpread a dainty Dith
To Fowl, and greedy Fifh,
A Goat and Lamb fhall then my Vows perform,
Aad both fhall die to thank the Storm.

s

|
P>

EPODE
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.EPODE XI.

‘ Zo PETT1US
«0ve binders bim from writing any mor

H, T have loft my old Delight,
No Mufe can now my Fancy move,
My Rhimes difpleate, I hate to write,
Now I am very deep in Love :

Love that doth ftill my Heart furprize,
And fingle me from conftant Game,

From Boys and Maidens charming Eyes,
He thro’ my Marrow fcatters Flame,

Three ftormy Winters now have fhook
The leafy Honour from the Tree,
Since 1 difdain’'d Zvachia’s Yoke,
And dar’d to fet my Paffion fiee.

Oh what a Town-talk then weas I,

How Fops did wanton with my Fame,
‘And (when I think on't how I dic)
All ridicald my foolith Flame!

Oh how it grates to mind the Feafts

Where thoughtful Silence feem’d to prove, -
And a deep Sigh would tell the Guefts

That Poet Horace was in Love !

When Wine unlock’d my eafie Soul,
. How often T with Sighs bave told,
The poor Man’s Wit could not controul

The giviog Rivals mighty Gold!



EPODE XIK 565

Yet, Faith, if vext, my Rage will rife, a5
And when thefe hated Chaing are beokey.

Il leave thefe dull Comphints, be wife,.
And fcorn to take another Yoke;

Yet after this was floutly fuid,
And Conflawe I' refolvd to bate:® 7%
My heedlefs Feet my Mind betray'd;

. And brought me to the vfual Gate:-

That cruel Gate, and us'd to fcorn,

 Where I have Lin, and lain deny'ds

Where I whole tedions Nights have bora, -
And craz’d my Hoalth, and bruis'd my Side;.

ifens now, of greater Charms: i
qc‘l‘fhn all that grace proud Woman-kind,-
Doth gently force me to his Arms;
With pleafing Bands he draws.my Miad: : w

And now let my fres Friends advife;

Or let them blame ; ’tis all in vain: :
‘Toa feeble they to break-the Ties,

When Love.and Beauty make the Chainya

gl

Of Freedom I muft @ill defpair, . Y 3
Unlefs fome Maid, or lovely Boy,- .

With killing Looks, and charming Hair;.
Shall draw me to another Joy, .

R EPODE:
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EPODE XWL
He advifesh bis Frionds s pofs their 3

merrily.

PRk Clonds have thicken'd ol the Shys
| Aad 7oue dgrmnm;'“"

With frightful Noif reagh Stavins

Thro’ Seas, and Woods, and humble Phin.

My noble Friends, the Day porfades,
) Come, coltté, €s uft theé Duys

Whilt we ae fong, v Age itvedes,

Let Mirth our coming Years delay:

Put briskly rowsd the swble Vise;

And leave the reft w0 Faves L
$ove, chance, Will tAale the Evastiog (hine;
And bring it to & clearer State:

Now, now your fughutit Oden fprends

‘You merry Harps prepife ;
*Tis time to cleande My aking Hoed, .
And purge my drooping Thoughts from Care;

"Thus Chiren fang in sty $tmln,

" And taught Ackifl Yourhs
Great Thetis Son, the Pride of Masy
©Obferve, 1 tell thee fatal Truth:

Thee, thee for Troy the Gods defign;

Where Simois Strearms do play,
Scamander’s thro’ the Vallies twine,
And foftly eat their cafic Way:
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And there thy Thread of Life mug eod - ay
Drawn o'er the Trojan Plin,
In vain her Waves fhall Thetie fordd,
To bear thee back to Grescs agpin.

"Therefore, great Sen, my Precepts heet §: o
Let Mirth, and Wine, and Spore, FLg

And merry Talk, divert-thy.-Care, .

And make Lifc plesfnt, finoe "tis fhere, .

EPODE XIV.
oo M aceExNAS
Zisve binders bim froms making the lambcki whick'
be bad fo ofsen promisd..

OU wk, lgul. wbthﬂhdthﬁfpﬂ‘i
- A dwrk Oblivion o'er my Hesd, .

"As1 bad drank forgetful Letke’s Stoeam 5 . .
And this is your continual ‘Theme 3
This is the Complaint I am condemn’d to heat;, $

Like Death it picrces thro' ney Rar:.
A God forbids me, (ab! a cruel God,
, Sir, of what I.vow’d ) :
('To other things my eafie Mind he drew') -
To finith what I promis'd yeu : . 1
Thus foft Anacreon for Basinlins barnld, :
And oft his Lowe he fadly mounw’d : -
M5 to his Harp did various Grief rehourfe; .
And wept in an umpolifh’d Verfe : :
E'en you, Sir, love, but if no brightes Flame-  ~  34-
Burnt Troy, eurefs thy lovely Dame :
e, ah! thy Hevace is uadone, . - ~
» fair, and not comtent wich one;:

EPODE.
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EPODE XvV.
7o NEARA.
He complains of Breach of Promifs.

T WAS Mid-night, and the rifing Moon
. Amongft t:e‘%dk Stars ferencly fhone,
m you, the ﬁl_ﬁn the w'm'd you,
Devoutly fwore you would be always true.
Scarce half fo clofe doth Ivy twine .
Round Ouks, as you did thea your Arms in mine :
As long as Wolves putfoe the Sheep,
As long as Winter Storss fhall tofs the Decp :
As long a5 wanton Gales fhall move
sApolls’s Locks, fo long fhould be your Love,
Perjur'd Neers, falie as Hell,
Yet fair as Heav’n, and ah belov’d too well,
‘How fhak thou mourn st my Difdain !
For fure, if Horace be but half a Man,
«He'll fcorn to bear repested Slighes,
Nor tamely fee his Rival's happy Nights
Bat with an equal Flame purfue
A Face as fair, but nat fo falie as you,
And know when I begin to hate,
1'll ne’er be kind, 1 am as fix'd as Fate =
And thou, be blef'd, who'er thou art,
The fancy’d happy Mafter of ber Heart ;
That deft thy Conquefts proudly boaft,
Acd triumph’ft in the Spoils that I have loft;
Tho’ thou art rich as' Mifers Dreams, .
And tho’ Pafolus brought thee all bis Streams,
* 'Tho* fam’d Pyrhagoras Asts be thine,
Thy Face more fair then Nirea's, balf divine s
Yet thou fhalt mourn to find that fhe
- Doth prove as falfe as once to me,
And then ‘twill be my turn to laugh at Thee. 2P
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- EPODE XVL
Fo she People of Rome.

16

He advifeth them to leave the Town, which be

shinks doom’d to Civil Wars..
NO-W Civil Wars do wafte another Age,.
And Reme muft fall by ber own Rage:-
What neig| Marfi with-an eavious Haod;.
What threatning Porfen’s Thwfoas Band,
Fierce Spartacns, and Capua’s rival Fate,

The Force of all the German State ;

What in unfettled Times the faithlefs Gawh.

The Mother-hated Haunibal,

Conld. not deftroy, We, we, aa impious Brood,.

Devoted fill, and doom’d te Blood;

Shall ruin now by Force of Civil Wars,

And leave our Towns to Wolves and Besrs::
Ab me! the barbarous Horfe with founding Fest
~ Shall tread our Graves, and beat our- Street,.
Mmadlyfwter. Ob.toe proud ! unjuft .

Reme’s glorious Founder’s quict Duft !

- Perhaps the moft, or better past would know;.

What way to fhua the falling Blow :

I like that way the Phaseans once have gene ;.

They all forfook their curfed Town,

And did their Lands, their Ficlds and Sheines reftore

To ravenous Wolf and angry Boas :

s g0, let's go, sind feck-a Place to live,

Whem Chance dire@s, or Wind fhall drive :
Agreed ? Or does fome better Courfe appear

Come let’s imbark, the Omen’s fair :

But firtt let’s {wear we'll then return again,

When Rocks fhall fleat upon the Maia,
When lowly. 2o fhall pour his Crytal Urn

O'er Alpine Tops, then we'll retura 3 |

<

0l |
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When Appennine runs out, and cuts the Floods,
Wh;'mmblebalpﬁdu graze in Woods,
When wond’rous Lt Rrenge lhﬂlﬂlnngdy
Mmmhytkmﬂmgm. .
Tho fearlefs Does (hall coust tha Lyon's Lowa, .
Andcmcll‘hwhmtbeuove
When Goats grown foall Jeave.the flew'ry
And dive 4nd waaten in the Main :-
To this, sad fsthss cut off fweat Retum:
When we have all dcvoutly fworn,
fet’s go, curs’d Tows, but let the foft and bafe,
Sti mcktothexrmhqpyﬂm
You Men of Woieh anmnanly Geief give ¢'un,
And pimbly pafs the Mmm
The Ocean Waits, and i linvoth Cammes fimilos,
Let’s go and feck the happy Iew, -
Where Ficlds until’d-n yearly Huovett bear,.
And Viacs endwefi’d blosm all the Yt :
Wheeolmmﬁommhpadomb‘»
And ripe Figs geace ¢heir-proper-Srock : .
Fhere Honey flows.from Oake, frone lofey Rl
With murmuring pace the Foumtain crille, .
There Goats uncell'd texom from fruitful Vales,
And bring firetch’d Dugs o fll the Palls
No Bear grine sound the Fold, no Lambe he- ke
No Field {wells thewr with pols'nons Sewkes ;
More we fhall sender on tise bappy Plin;
The Wat'ry Eaff defoonds in Rain,
Yet fo as to refreft, mot drown the Fieldy,
The temperate Givbe full Harveft yickls ; .
N#& heat annoys tthln'cfrhGo‘n
From Plagues fecures thefe biefi'd Abodes : .
Here Fafon never-fix’d fwift sfvges Oars,
Nor bafe Medes touch’d thefe Shores 3
Nc'er Cadmus came when Forc’d by . ngvyl’lm.

Nor ftout Ulyffe; weary Marce ;-
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Nokmb«emgos.msmmum:um

And poys’nous Heat urkindly fheds ;

When Fove allay'd-the Golen Agewkhm. '

- For Pious Men be this Plxce: - - . 7w
Iowrmhardemthe  Brazen Age,

And every 11, pl'eﬂlgnnkRetmt

And fhow the good, the bappy Sest. -

B EPODE XVIL.
7o OAmbrA.

Hc confeffesh Eor Mgnﬁ Pmcr, and &gc PmA
for alngﬁﬂg Mer.

OW, now thy Pow¥ wmquer'am
And bumbly bég, by ?M'i M

By Pow’rs below, by Proferpimy, '

Wy fierce Diand’s angry Shrine,” R
By all thofe Chariits thit cimi remove R |
And call down Seats froth eats above; '
Recall thy Stroke, thy Charms forbiet, -

Spare me at laft, Canidia, I :

" Mebilles Teleph nobly W{{Pm R
Tho’ thhhlsw/ﬁmhndtbewﬁ AR 7
Tho’ boldly he oppsd disFats, = ° - -«
And buoy’d the finkitrg Tvv/im State = '
Stout Hedlor doom’d ¢o Bédftga Prey
‘The Trojan Matrons bore o
When Eriam 'midh the Gredan Plett o M
Had fall'n at proud Ac_bnﬂl:ht : i
By Circe’s Leave, Ulyffas Mm
Receiv’d their formet Sha
Their Limbs, their Minds, au olce'l'eﬁm"&, '
They fyokc, not grunted to chefr Lord: - ic

Enovgh,
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,. enough bath vex'd my Soul,, .
O Tar's and Tinker’s lovely Trull !.
My Youth, my rofy Cheeks are.gone;.
Andle&pdeSkm firetch’d o'er. the Bone ::
My Head grows white, it fecls thy Bane, .
No Eafe dott!zhy l:edown ﬁ'o:l:: Pﬁ‘l)a
Days Nights, and Nights ¥e5 .
Yet mwygie'wbln ngt can find no Eafe :
Now I'm coavinc'd, ’tis now confefs'd
‘Thy Force hath reach’d my troubled Breaft:-
Now I'm convinc’d by wond’rous Harms
My Head is fplit with Magick Charms :
My flow Belief I fadly mourn
What more ? OEarth © Floods; I burn |-
Not half the Heat Alcides bore
When fird by Neffus poys'hous Gore ;
Not balf the Heat in Zsma reigns,.
That fcorches o'er.m boylmg Veins :
Yet fill you heat 'm calcin'd.
To Duft; snd fcsttel’d by the Wind : .
What end of Puin ? What Hope for Bafe
Speak, Speak, I'll faffer- what you. pleate, .
’'m eager to avoid my, Fate,
And fatisfie at any Rate 3
A hundred Bulls fhall pay their Blood, .
©r lying Verfe prochim thee Good;
Chafte, Mode, Jug, thou (halt appear;
And'walk ‘mid®t Stars a gloriousStar 3.
Great Caffor, vex'd at 's Wrong, .
With Blindnes pay'd the rdfting Song ;.
Yet Pray’rs prevail'd, he: heard his Cries,
And foon reftor'd the Poct’s Eyes:
And now forget my curs'd Offence, . |
" Reftore (thou canft) my peritb'd Seofe, .
© nobly Born and obl;
‘Thou nc'er hadﬂs_hlltomfethebead,'

e ¥
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3ind the poor Man’s quiet Urn,
make his fhiv’ring Soul return ;

r featter Afhes o’er a Tomb ; .
chafte as fruitful is thy Womb, -

1 &er thy Child-bed Cloaths are clean,
inge Breeder, thou art well aguin,

CANIDIAs Asfwer.

U Deaf, I'm Deaf, thou beg’ft in vain}
Rocks beaten by the raging Main,

t balf fo Deaf, will fooner hear

: naked finking Mariner :

ild’ft thiou Cotytse’s Rites reprove,

tlofe my My#eries of Love,

ild Cenfuriog you my Tricks proclim,
1 fill the Country with my Fame 2

Ul my Arts propbanely lag

dmyto fm?:; f:'u lzafe ’gh.

rain thou fhalt, in vain inrich
hptedoqu&n the famous Witchs

Drugs and Charms (T3
-ﬂnmtoth Deﬁre‘ e
sch, hated Life

it thou mlght’&buocwmchoﬂ’dné
& Tuntalus doth beg for Reft,

aded by the hanging Feaft,’

Wemn’d the griping PAvenr’s Prey.

wthouﬁ'om'row’rsmltmadl fall,
Heldagunﬁlvml;
’dat with {queamith Pain,
tqe:heNooﬁ. but tye in vain 3

K
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Then on thy Neck I'll bravely ride,

\
[

Aod make thee bend bepeath my Pride : - A
Shall I that can, whea-cer 1 pleate, o
Wafte Men by waxen Irnages? . K

Shall I that can, as thoo hatt known,

( Curft prying thou!) ¢clipfe the Moon,

Draw down the Stars from Seats above,

And mix a fordous Dranght of Love,

Shall pow'rful I pow gricve to fee ]
My Force too weak to baffle thee ?

THI
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May Sol, whofe late and early Rays
Are ever bright and ever new,
In all the Climates he furveys,
- No greater State, nor Empire view.

Goddefs of Births! prote our Dames,~ -

And crown their Pains with lovely Sons 3

Thee we invoke by alt the Names, .
“The facred Names thy Godhead owns,

" Give us a Race mature and '
And all thofe facred Statutes blefs,
That guard the Nuptial Bed from Wrong,
AndaowntbeStatewithfairlnc::E:

Thus, when the Age comes round again,
Our Songs, and Sports, and folemn Rites,
_ The crowding Remans fhall detain

Three glorious Dayn, and lum Niglm

'I‘lnfml&ﬁm! wbo :
i‘:‘hh’ Rvents of Things with fm'e l’mclﬂ'.'
w Blelﬁnglaown comil
And make it happy asthep:tgm

Let Fruits and Flocks the Year adorn;
Ceres her yellow Garlands wear 3

No noxious Vapours hurt the Corn, .
Nor taint the Streams, nor blagt the Alr.

. Phabus ! 0o more in Arms delight, .
But let our Youthe their Vows obtain. :

And thou, fair Emprefs of the Night,
QM;MO\I!VI'@M. .

te .
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Rome, by your Godlike Condu&, ofe,
When to Etruria’s happy Shore, -
The Trojans, refcu’d from their Foes,
Their Gods, their Laws, and Empire bore, ¢

Thro’ Flames, and Toils by Sea and Land,
Their great ZEneas led them oo, .
And taught bis Pbrygians to command
A People greater than their owa.,

The Gods! with Virtue blefs the Young, - 4
Secure the Old from Toil and Care 3 '
Prote our State, our Race prolong,
And make us rich, and great in War,

Liften, ye Pow’rs ! when Cefar prays,

Whilft Heifers at the Altar bleed ; 5o
Cafar his fuppliant Foes fhall raife,

And his viorious Arms fucceed.

By Sea tod Land the vanquifh'd Meds_ -
Shall humble to the Roman Pow’r §

‘The 8ophian fhall the Senate dread, . $5
And Lasisn Laws confine the Mosy. -

Now Hemowr, Chaflity, and Peacs,
Virtne, and banifh'd Faith return ;
Now Plenty broods a fair Increafe,
Aad fills with Flow’rs her fragrant Horn, 6o

Pheobus, by Auguries renown’d,

To whom the Mufes owe their Art,
§8dl) makes the fickly Hail and Sound,
" And does the healing Balm impart.



'W 9% SECULAK Ovs.

If be beholds, wifroqual eyes, - -+ -
'l‘bem&ne,ndmﬁnm- -

Anotber Age fhall rife, oo e
bm\'initac«urﬁx : ;

" Of facred Hills and ﬂliulpdfd.

Diana (hall in Smilcs defcend,...
. And liften to the folemn Priefh, - .-
. And to our profirasc. Wosith: attedd.. .

Whilft all the Godp and‘mighty Feve -
Afient to whay the Cherws prays;

Their Songs Mhall charma she Pow'rs atove; -
With Phocius sad Apelle’s proile.

SATY
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dgainfl the general Difconsent of Mankind,
one-baing comtant wusth bis owm Comdition,
511 thinking bis Neighbowr bappier, and yet
vow'd_ refufs to cbmge with bim. 2. A-
ginft Covetosfnefs. 3. That the Covetons
Yan is the mo§ difconsensed.

. Y lo
comes, vylml. this general Difcone
st
' do all. loath the Staze that Chancedrth

ent,
veir 0D Gleiss procus’d? But fondly

bole: :
i Nelghbom’s Lots, and Pm& what they poﬂi:fs';h
Q
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The weary Soldier, now grown old in Wars, -
With bleeding Eyes, furveys his Wounds and Scars ;
Cwrfe that der 1 the Tyade of War began,
b ma ! the Merchant is a bappy Man.
The Merchant, when the Waves and Winds are high,
Cries, Happy, happy Men az Arms ; for why, 1,
You fight, and fireight comes Death, or joyful Victory.,
The Lawyer wak'd, and rifing with the Sun,
Cries, Happy Farmers that can fleep till Noon,
The weary Client thinks the Lawyer ble(s'd, )
And craves a City Life, for that’s the beft. 1
So many Inftances in ev'ry State, : i
That moura their own, but praife their NeighboursFate,(
*Twould tire even bawling Fabiss to relate, .
But to be thort, fee I'l adjuft the Thing.
Suppofe fome God thow’d fay, I'll pleafc you now, 2
You Lawyer leave the Bar and take the Plowgh s
You Soldier too fhall be a Merchant made, .
Go, Go, and follow each his wif'd-for Ttade :
How ? what ? refufe ? and difcontented @ill2 . R
And yct they may be happy if they will, 1
Now wou'd not this vex Fove, and make him rage?
Hath he not reafon now to fcourge the Age?
And angry {wear he'd never hear again ?
No, they fhow'd vow, and pray, but pray in vain:
Yet not to laugh, and let my Mufe beloofe, . 3']
As ‘twere my whole Defign to be josofe; " °
Altho’ I may be grave when not morofs : ‘
And Mirth commends, and makes eur Precepts take,
Thus Teachers bribe their Boys with Figs and Cake
To mind their Books ; thefe Things deferve to bave |
A ferions handlir, : Come, now let’s be grave.
. .

‘The Soldier fights, the bufy Tradefman cheats,

And finds a thoufand Tricks and choice Deciets
T
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The beavy Plowgh contents the lab'ring Hind,
The Merchans Rrives with ev'ry Tide and Wind s
And all this Toil to get vaft Heaps of Gold,
That they might live at Eafe when they are Old :
When they have gotten Store for num’rous Years,
They may be free from Want, and from its Fears,
As the fmall Ane (for the inftru&s the Man,
And preaches Labour ) gathers all fhe can,

- @ And brings it to increafe her Heap at home

‘For when that comes the creeps Abroad no rore,
Bat lies at home, and feafts upon her Store.
Bat neither Heas, nor Cold, nor Wirs reftrain,
Nor Dangers fright thee from Purfuit of Gainj
Only that thou may'&t be the richeff Man.
Befide, what Pleafure can at laft be found

In gathering Gold, to hide it under Ground ?
Sir, fbowld I take one Farthing from my Heap,
Tioro’ thas fmall Paffage it wow'd all efeape

For Wealsh bath Wings impatient of reftraint 3
‘Why, what is Treafure for but to be fpent ?

In thy vat Baras great Stores of Corn do lye,
Yet thou cenft eat perhaps no more than 1.
The Slaves that bear the weighty Flasks of Bred,
With fmall and Barly Loaves are hardly fed,
They fweat 'tis true, and with the Burthen groan,
But eat no more than he that carries none,
Befides, what difference pr'ythee is’t to me
That feed no more than Nazsre'’s Luxury,

To plough three thoufand Acres or but Three ?
Oh bus tis [weet t0 take from Barns well flor'd ;
What, if you take no more than mine afford ?

18t

40

4

« Againft the Winter, which the knows will come:”

50

¢

55

Go
L ]

70

Mine but half full t why doft thou praife shine more ?

My fmall one is as good as thy great Store,

If you would fill a Cwp, come tell me why,

Wby not from this fwmall Spring that runs hard by,
1

A
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2s well as from that yonder rowling Fiood,

Since this will give envugh, and quite as good 2

For hence whiilt eager on their sfelefs Prey

The rapid Stream whirls them and Banks away :

He that feeks but emonsh, is free from Fear,

His Life is fafe, and ail his Water clear:

But mott are loft in a Confounded Cheat, .

They would have more, for when their Weakh is grea
- They think their #orth as much as their Eftate:

Well then, what muft we do to [uch a one 2

Why, let him, ’tis his Will to be undone,

Since he, as the debenian Chuff, will cry

The People hifs me, True, but what care I ?

Let the poor Fools hifs me where-’er I come,

1 blefs my feif to fee my Bags at home.

Poor wretched Tansalus, as Stories tell,

( Doom’d to the worft, the curfed’it Plague in Hell)
Stands up Chin decp in an o’erflowing Bowl,

But cannot drink one Drop to fave his Soul.

What, doft thou laugh ? and think that thou art free?
Fool, change the Name, the Story’s told of thee:
Thou watcheft o'er thy Heaps, yet 'midft shy Store
Thou'rt almoft ftarv’d for Want, and ftill art Poor :
You fear to touch as if you robb’d a Saint,

And ufe no more than if/twere Gold in Paint :

You only know how iWealth may be abus'd,

Not what ’tis good for, how it can be us'd ;

*Twill buy thee Bread, ’twill buy thee Herbs, and gran
Whatever Nature’s Luxury can want

But now to watch all Day, and wake all Nighe,

Fear Thieves and Fire, and be in conftant Fright, ¢
If thele are Goods, if thefe are a Delight ; '
I am content, Heav’ns grant me Sleep and Eafe,

1t thefe are Goods, [ would be poor of thefe.

£y, bur fuppofe I fhould be fick 5 what then ?

Foby, them the vichefs are the bappieft Men :
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Then are the greas Advantages of Wealth,

*Twill make the Dostor rids, and bring me Health :.

>Twill get a Friend that may condole. my Pain,

And tell me that 1 (hall do well again :

*Twill get a Nurfe, a Purge, and fave my Life, 1y
And keep me well for my dear Friends and Wife.

Pr’ythee, fond Fool, for this ne’er vex thy Head,

For fhe and all that know thee wifh thee Dead :

And reafon good, fince you your Gold prefer

To all your Friends, your Children, and to her: 120
How then canft thou expe that they fhould prove

So kind to thee, when thou deferv’ft no Love?

Why, to be Covetons, yet keep thy Friends, -

That Chance or that indulgent Nature fends 3 -

Tt is a foolifh Hope, abfurd aud vain, 15
As his, to teach an 45 to take the Rein,

And freely run a Race upon the Plain.

Well, fix a Bound at lat to thy Eftate; N

And then leave off when thou haft gotten thats

And let not, as thou doft encreafe thy Store, 130
Thy Fears rife too that thou fhalt once be poor.

A& not Umidius, (come, the Story’s fhort,

But ’tis inftru&ive, and ’tis known at Court :)

A Rogue as rich as if he had a Mine,

He did not tell, but meafure Heaps of Coin 135
And yet fo clofe, he went as meanly clad

As any thread-~bare Servant that he had ;

His Shoes fill closted, and he always cry'd,

That he fhou’d ffarve, for Want, before he dy'd s ,
Him bis Whore fnapt, and with a lufty Blow 140
( Well ftruck I'faith) fhe cleft the Slave in two:
What then, mufs I fpend all 2 No,. that’s as bad :
There’s fomething betwixt ftaring and ftark madz
Why #till to the Extreams you madly run, .

For when I chide thee for a greedy Clown, l*f%
I do not bid thee {pend, and be undone.
: 12 No,
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While others all but common Fades refufe,
They fly the fober Whores, and rake the Stews :
A certain famous Bully of the Town,
‘When he did leave the Stews, was often known
To ufe old Cato's Words, Go bravely on :
Eere our hot Youths fhould come to cool their Flame 5
And never ufe the marry'd City Dame :
But Cupien {ays, I'll not be prais'd for this,
‘That Cupien that admires a Matron Mifs..
1I.

Now you that with thefe bafe ddulrerers iil,
And Punildinent as bad as is their Will;
Mutt needs be pleas’d to hear my Mufe exphin,
What fmall Delight they with great Danger gain,
And how their Pleafure’s-fadly mix'd with Pain ;
For one found faulty with another’s Wife,
Muft from a Window leap to fave his Life :
Another’s finely kick’d, and jilted too,
Or taken, bribes the Slaves to let him go :
"Another’s thrown into the Common Share,
There ftifled, and a thoufand Mifchiefs more :
#Another’s fmooth’d, his dancing Days are gone,
Aad All, but Galba, fay ‘twas juftly done,

But come let’s fec now how the Matter falls:
Is't fafer Trading with the Abigals,
Whom Saluft fo admires, and fo adores,
As much as thofe that ufe the marry'd Whores ?
Now did not this Man make his Gifts too great,
But fit, and equal to his fmall Eftate,
He might be counted kind, preferve his Name,
Not ruin his Eftate, nor lofe his Fame : -
But what cares he for this? He boafts alane,
He knows no Matron, and he tempts wt oma
Or as Marfans, -whom a jitling Whore,.. ' »
Ao Afrefs, had.undone, and made hisgPoor:

(o' V)

4

5

70

WY Methioks

« -
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Methinks, faid he, I lead a Civil Life,

I never meddle with another’s Wife : »
Ay, but with WWhores and Players ; and by that

Thy Fame is ruin'd more than thy Efate,

Is it enough to fay, when Faults are done,

I did it not wich fuch, or fuch a one;

Aad not take care to fhun the A&ion (till, -8
Th= Aéion that’s intrinfically ill,

And frandalous in its felf ? X0 wafte thy Time,

Thy Famsz, or thy Ktate, is {uch: a.Crime,

>Tis bad on whomfoe’er you lofe it ail,

Or Matron, Common-Whore, or Abigal. 85
Young Villius he to Sylia’s Dsughter kind,

Almoft a Son-in-Law, fo oft he finn'd,

This Rule not minding, fmarted o'er and o'er

Being jilted, beaten, flabb’d, kick'd out of Door, }.
Whilft poor Longarenus clafp’d the jiling Whore,  go
Suppofe his Whore- Pipe now beiffg vex’d at this,

Should ask him, did I want a Noble Mifs,

A Whore of Quality 10 cool my Flame ?

No, I had been content with meaner Game :

What Anfwer coud be given ? What be faid ? of
Only, forfooth, She was a Noble Maid :

But how much better Nature's Laws provide,

How great the Gifts beftow’d, how fmall deny'd 2

If you diftinguith well, if well defign,

Nor things farbidden with the granted join: 100
Is it all one ? can you no difference fee

Whether the Fault be in the Things, or Thee 7.
;Then tempt no Matrens, for fuppofe you gain, -

The Sweet is little, but immenfe the Pain :

*Tis true her.coftly Fewels court our Eye, 108"
But yet She’s not more foft, more plump her Thigh,

No, tho’ fuch Gems as foft Corinshus wore,

She does no. beteer than a srading Whore, -

“ l v +' Beﬁdﬂf

AN
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Befides, her Trade is fair, I like it well,
She freely fhows whate’er fhe has to fell :
And you may turn her, and view ev’ry part,
And fee that all is Nature, and not Art :
She does not fhow her beft to tempt the Eye,
And ftrive to cover a Deformity,
All’s feen, and if you like it, you may buy. 1
Our Fockeys, when a Horfe is fet to fale,
Take off the covering Cloaths, and look on all;
Left by a well-fhap’d Neck and cleanly made
The greedy Chapman be at laft betray’d,
And buys a fpavin’d or a founder'd Jade: 1
This Care is good; thus, when you chufe a Lafs,
Be not too Eaglé-ey’d to view a Grace;
‘And blind as Hypfea is to {py a Fault,
For fuch as judge by halves are often caught :
How neat her Arm and Leg! "Tis true, but flay,
Her Wafte is thort, Nofe long, her Feet are fplay.
Befides, a Matron’s Face is feen alone,
But Kare’s, that Female Bully of the Town,
For all the reft is cover’d with the Gown,
But if you'd tafie, for that doth raife thy Heat,
A dainty but forbidden Difh of Meat;
There are a thoufand Stops, a thoufand Spies,
A Chamber-maid, a Foot-boy’s curious Eyes :
Thefe muft be fee'd, and each will claim his Share,
Befides a Gown doth hide the precious Ware :
Bat now a trading Gil is freely fhow’d,
You é';c her Naked, or almoft 3s good ;
Her" Coats are thin, and you may fairly try
If firait her Wafte, Feet good, if plump her Thigh,
There’s free Admiffion to the Chapman’s Eye : L
Wou'd you be cheated ? the Occafion’s fair,
Since you wou'd buy before you fee the Ware,
But s & Buntfman loves to chafs bis Prey,
Bus would not take it if it lay in's Ways o»
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avd fuch, when canght, enjoys with mere Delighty 14§
As if the Toil encreas'd his Appatits

Fuft fo my Love, it doth with Scorn lc_/}u

<5 eafio Prey, but follows that which flis.

What canft thou:think that this mean Verfe can tsme
Thy wild Defircs, that this can quench thy Flame? 159
And doth not Nature fteady Rules ordain,

Fix'd Laws which fhou’d thy wildeft Wifh contain,

And which divide the folid Goods fraom vain ?

Doth fhe not tell, what fhe wou’d bave fupply'd,

Auad what fhe cannot bear to be deny'd ? 137 4
When Thirfi doth byrn thy Throat, and call for Eafe,

Will nothing but a Golden Goblet pleafe

And when thy Hunger bites, and fain would eat,

Is all refus’d but rare and dainty Meat ?

Or when thy Luf# calls for a fpeedy Joy, 160
And thou haft ready a mean Girl, or Boy,

What ! wilt thou rather burn; than thofe employ

I'm of another Mind, I'm not fo nice,

I love a Mdifs that comes at eafie Price:

And fays, s, when my Husband's out of Deors, 185
Or, Sir, One Guinea mors, and I am yours :

Says Philedem, let patient Eunuchs court

Such formal Ladies, P'm for quicker Sport :

I love a Mifs that flies into my Arms,

And fets at eafie rate her tempting: Charms,. 17e
Let her be firait and fair, of comely Grace;

And let her bring no more than Natwre’s Face :

While we embrace, while flie my Arms does fill,.

$he’s my Egeria, or whate’er I will. \
Then I'll fear nothmg, for no Harm can come; 17}
No jealous Husband is returning Home,

No Doors broke open, or the Servants rais’d;.

While fhe, poor Wretch, ftarts from my Arms amaz'd,.
And, with a guilty Shriek, cries ’m undone;
Ch now I'm caught, and.all my Jointure’s gone . 180
T ' Ly (For
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(For that’s.the Punitbment of marry’d Whores)

Whilt I, poor guilty Rogue, fnesk out of Doors,
Unbutton’d, and barefoot, to fhun the Shame, :
And fave my Purfe, my Flefh, or elfe my-Fame:.
Then leave the marry’d Women, be advisd, i
*Tis fad, ask Fabius clfe, to be furpriz’d.

SATYR 0.

3. He lafbes ‘Tigellius @ Song fier, an- Emy ofh
" and a moft unfeitled Fellow. 2. Thofe that quis
by py others Faules, but cannot fee  their ou
3. Faults of Friends foould be extewnated. 4..

gainft the Stoncks Opinion, thas all Faults'
equal.

L
AMong& thenr Friends our Seng flers all agree;:

- & Of this one Fault, not one of them is free; -
Ask them to Smg, you cannot have one Note 3.
No, they bave gotten Cold, or- 4 fore Throat
But unrequefied then they frain their Voice,

And trouble all the Company with their Neife.

This Humour hath Tigellius often fhown ;

If by his Father’s Friendfhip and-his own,

Cafar, that cou’d-command, did bcg a-Songs -
*Twas all in vain, he might have held his Tongue :
Yet take him in the Vein, and he would fing

From -Morn *till Night, 4-Health to.Chatles onr King :.
Sometimes to fqueaking:Treble bis Voice-wou'd raile,
Then {ink again into the deepelt Bufe »°

A moft unfettled Fellow, he wou'd run

As if he fled a Rabber, or-a Dun ;.

And ftreight as in Proceflion gravely go,

Now with.two bundred Servants, now but two,

5
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Sémetimes he'd talk of Heroes, and of Kings,
In mighty fwelling Numbers mighsy Things : as
Aund then again, let gracious Fortune give
A little Meas, and Drink enough to live :
Les her a Coat to keep out Cold prefent,
Altho’ tis thick and courfe, yes I'm content. A
Yet give this fparing thing, this Moderate, ag
This Man of mean Defires, a vaft Eftatef .
Id nine Days time ’tis ev’ry Penny gone,
And be’s grown Poor again, and is undone ¢
He wakes all Night to Sing, to Drink, and Phy;"
Then goes to Bed, and faores it all the Day : 38
‘No Man’s defigas like his do djfagree, '
None lives fo contrary to bimfelf as he. -

II.
Ay, but fays one, have you no Fault like this? °
Yes, Sir, I have, perhaps as greas as his :
When Menius rail'd at Novius, how, fays one, 35r)
Dofs know shy felf, or think thy Fauits nnknown ! :
Ay, but fays Manius, 1 forgive my own :
This is a foolith, and a wicked Love,
And fuch as fharpett.Satyrs fhould reprove 3
When thou art Blind and Senfelefs to thine own, - 4
How doft thou fee thy Friend’s Difeafe fo foon, -
That fcarce a Serpent can fo quickly fpy, -
Nor any Eagle hath fo good an Eye ?
Well then go on, purfue thy mean Defign,
As thou doft find their Faults, fo they will thines:» 47
Perhaps he’s pettith, and he's apt to Rage,
He cannot bear the Raillery of the Age ; -
Perhaps he doth not wear his Cloaths gentilé, -
His Shoe is not well made, ner fitsit well: - :
He may be flouted, and be jeer'd for this ; - £8-
Yet he’s an bonefl ‘Man as any is :
He is thy Friend, - and tho’ the Cafe be foul, :-
It bolds a learned, and & peble-Soul; - )
Liddy, »
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Laftly, look o'er thy felf with ftrieft Care,
And fec what Seeds of Vice are rooted there,
What Nature plants, and what ill Cuftoms bear.
This Search is good, for a negle@ed Field,

Or Thorns, or ufclefs ch, \mll quickly yield,

Well, let us bring our felves at latt to this,
As ardent Lovers when they court a Mifs ;

Or fpy no Faults, or love thofe Faults they fpy, -

Thus Agne’s Polypus pleas’d Balbine’s Eye
1 wih this Error in our Friendfhip reignd,

Or had the Credit of a Virtue gain'd.

As Fathers hide Sons Faults, or elfe commend,
We fhould excufe the Failures of our Friend ;.
A Father that bath got a Squint-ey'd Boy

Cries what & presty Caft adorns my Foy !

And calls his dwarfith Son that’s often fick,
As that Abortive Sifypbus, his Chick :.

Is one 200 Clofe ¢ be tender of his Fame,.

Aad all him ¢brifty, 'tis the fofter Name :

If he will brag 200 much, if he is vain,

"Then fay he is a érisk and merry Man :

¥ he will wage, if he will rudely flout, _
#Then fay he is a downright Friend, and flout :
1t he will buff, his airy Soul commend,

And this I think will get, and keep a Friend..
But we, unkindly and perverfely nice,

Bo turn their very Virtues into Vice :.

If any lives a fober honeft Life,

Puts up Affronts, and fhuns difturbing: Strife;

A mean, we fireight exclaim, and chicken Soul :
And one that’s flow, we call a thick-skull’d Fool :

Another in thefe evidencing Times,

When Envy loads our honeft Men with Crimes,."

Lives unfufpected, and, with prudent Art,
He keeps bimfclf fecure on ev'ry part,

;

8

Inftead



SATYR IIL Linl ro

1 of Wife, of Provident, and Grave,

*'s a canning aad a crafty Koave: : 9
7 Man (as I bave often done
2u Mucenas, and now freely own)
‘tineat Difcoutfe or Queftions bringe,
gs Another while he reads-or fingss. §
s a mufing wpon other things;. 9
reight grow Mad, we'll hear no-juft defence;

be’s a Dolt, and wants ev’n comnion Senfe. -'?'

Cuftoms, ah ! what Rales have Men deﬁgn’d?
10w unjuft, and to themfelves unkind‘! '

s none but hath fome fault, 'and he’s the bo&, ‘108

Vmuous he, that's {potted with the leaft:

d good-natur'd Friend, that firives to prove

toow the Man that he intends to love,

weighs my Virtues, and my Fauhs, ’tis juft

ppily my Virtues prove the moft,) 10§
: that Scale go down;. and if on this- o

% a Friend; J'll bate fome things amify, i

nake the fame allowance in weighing his: !

10fe that would not have their Sores offend,

not difguft the Pimples of their Friend : 110
is but juft, that he that hopes to find:
don: for his Faults, thould be as kind, §

ive the like, and with.a willing Mind..
Iv.

: now fince Paffion’s rocted in our Souls,.
1er faults that ftick fo clofe to Fools; 117}
doth not Reafon poifc and mend. our Thoughts,

s our Rage proportion’d to-the Faalts?

Supper’s doae, a Slave removes the Difh,

ills the Broth, or elfe lets fall the Fith;

fliould the Mafler ftab the Slave for this, 120
| Labeo’s Madnefs be as greae as his?

w more mad are we, and more fevere!:

iends but licle, and but &ldom. err,.

(And
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(And fuch fmall Faults good Natures ne'er refent 3 )
They fin as Men mult do, and may repent,) - 1§
Bat yet for this we hate, for this we fhun, - _—
As Bankrupts, Dmfo, the notorious Dunj

Who, when the -Calends come, feverely fues, -

And if the Debtor doth net pay the Ule,

He's clapt in Jayl, and beass a tedious Bill, - 130
A killing Scroll, Item, and Ttem fill:

My Fricod got drunk perbaps-hath foul'd my Bed,...

Or: bais'd a.Cup:by neat Evander made,

Or fnatch’d away a Chicken from my Plate; - o
And muft T love my ‘Friend the lefs for that? ° i
What thou'd I do then if he prov’d unjuft,’

Refus'd to bail me, thiev’d, or broke his Truft? -

Thofe that hold Vices equal, feem diftrefs'd,

When leaving Sopbifiry they come to th’ Tefk : ‘
ghis Fancy doth with Law and Cuftom fight, - o
And Intereft too, that {pring of Juft and Right. ‘
When Man 6rftcrept from Mother Barth’s cold Womb,
He was a miferable Thing, and Dumb; -

Then they for Acorns fought, or for a Cavey

With Nails, then Clubs, the Arms that Nature gave: 145
And next with Swords, which fad convenience found, -
And Malice taughe them they were fit to wound:

*Till Words and Names for Things, and Laws began, -
And civiliz'd the brutifh Creature Man: )
Then they built Towns," and fettled Right and Jut,’ 150
And Laws to curb our Rapine, and our Luft;

For long erc Helen's time, the falfe, the fair,

A Woman was the ftinking caufe of War;

They fought, but fell unknown, like Beafts they ftray'd,
Each caughe his willing Female, and enjoy'd: 155
*Till one more ftrong kil'd bim, and was preferr’d,

Juft as the greateft Bull amongft the Herd:

Look o’er the World’s old Recorde, there’s the Caufe;
Twas fear of Wrong that made us make owr Laws:

By
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Natsre ne’er.-was underftood -

ud-and Right, as what is Bad and Gowds-

nd what smfie for Fleh and Blood:
»n Thews to break a Garden Hedg, -
as great a Crime as Sacrilege :

be fixt that may our Rage contain, -
h faults with & propertien’d pain: -

» flea him, who deferves alone

g for the Faule shat -he hath doges --
er fear-that thou wrik prove toe kind, -
auch Pity vitioufly inclin’d,

'ft hold Vices Equal, and believe:

no greater Crime than 'tis to Thieves -
wou'd punifh all with equal hand,
rer’t King, and hadft the full Command:
v’s wife and skilful i his Trade,

a Cobler, muft be neatly made,
be fair, be handfome, and a King;

»r
|6¢§

1695
o

178+

: thou with for’t fince thou haft the thing ? ©

Chryfippus faid thow doft not ‘know,:
dan yet did ever make s Shoe,
the Cobler’s 2 wife Man; bow [o?
Harmogenes, tho’ he holds his Tongue,
in Mufick, and can fet a Song; -
fing Alfen, though he loft his Awl,
w away his Laft, and fhut his Stall,
ce his Threads, yet wasa Cobler fill,
ry Tradefman, if he hath but Skill,
and therefore only King: but ftay,
ou ufe your Club, with wanton play
zeith Boys will pluck thy formal Beard,
alt be kick'd, deriled, fcorn’d and jeer'd,
a doft burfk when Rageor Envy ftings,
], thou greateft King of mighty Kings.
whilft thou a King fhalt walk in State,
7 fooliih Crifpin on thee wait,

8o

i8s

195
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To get a farthing Bath, I nobly live,

The Faults I Fool commit, my Friends forgive;
And I as eafily will pardon theirs, :
And fo I'll live fecure, and free from Cares,

A happier private Man, than thou a King.
SATYR IV,

a. Lucilius wns bister bnt ancorré&.. 3. Few read
. Satyrs, becanfe they know they deferve the Re-

" proof. 3. Whether Satyr be'a Species of Poetry,

4 A Defence of bis ows Writings. 5. The man

wer how bis Father bred bim 1o Virtse.,

. I

CRm'n and Ewpolis, that lath'd the Age,
Thofe old Comedian Furies of the Stage;

If they were to defcribe a vile, unjuft,
And cheating Rnave, or fcourge a lawlefs Luft,
Or other Crimes; regardle(s of his Fame
They Mhow’d the Man, and boldly told his Name.
This is Lucilius’s way, he follows thofe, :
His Wit the fime, but other Numbers chofe.
I grant he was- a fharp and ready Wit,
But rude aud sncorred in all he writ:
This was his. fault, he hattily would rhime
(As if ‘twere fuch a wondrous thing in him)
Two hundred tedious Lines in one hour’s time,
Yet, when, with force, his muddy Fancy flow’d,
Some few pure Streams appear'd among the Mud:
In writing much 'tis true his Parts excel,
Too lazy for the task of writing well,
But grant that rare, what then? Crifpinus fays
You talk of writing, Sir, you claim the Bays ;

La’a ¥

i§
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on Sir Critick, yos fball bave yoxr fill,
Vager be as little as yom will)

Pen ‘and Ink, and Time and Place, let’s try

can write moff, -and fafleft, yos or I.
s Heav’n that made me flow, and gave a Pen
wrrites but lictle, and but now and then.
ou, like Bellows, ’till the Gold’s refin’d,
affing &ill, and all but empty Wind.

Il

misus was happy, whom the publick Praife

’d to Phabus Shrine, and crown’d with Bays ¢

w read mine, and few my Books delight,
fcarce dare to publith what I write: .

ike this way, for moft know well enough,

they deferve, and fear my juft Reproof:

any at a venture ’midft the Crowd,

'ou fhall find him covetous or proud,

warry'd Whores, another Boys defires,

likver's white, and Alpius Brafs admires:

ier runs from Eaft to Weft to cheat,

Duft by-Whirlwinds toft thro’ ftorms of Fate,

Il to keep or better his Eftate.

efe hate Poets, thefe do fear our Rhimes,

e's fiark mad, they cry, fly, fly betimes ;

wwes 5o Friend, he will abufe the beft,

nay laugh himfelf and have his Fefi :

‘hen whase'ey be writes flies o'er the Towm,

7ps, to Heilors, and to Gameflers [hown,

%y one he mects be tells the Tale,

nfelefs Fops, Old Women, Boys and all,

hear what may for th’other fide be fhown;

IIL

t, 'm no Peet, for to make me one

ot enough to fetter words in Rhime,

1ake a tedious and a jingling Chime;

197
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Aad chiefly fince my numerous Feet enclofe
Such plain familiar Talk, and almaft Profe;
No, healone can claim that Name, that writes [
With Fancy high, and bold and daring flights,
And fings as nobly as his Hero fights.
And therefore fome do doubt, (though fome allow)
1f Comedy be Poetry or no,
Becaufe it wants that Spirit, Flame, and Force,
And bate the Numbers, ’tis but plain Difcourfe:
Yet often there the careful Fathers rage,
They ftorm, and {wear, and crack the trembling Stage
Whene'er the Stripling breaks a a7arren’s Door,
Or beats a Pimp, or courts a jilting Whore, .
And {lights a noble Match; or ftow’d with Drink,
By day-light greatly fails behind his Link:
And would not Pompen from his Father fear,
Were he alive, a rattle as fevere?
Well then, ’tis not enough to keep due Time,
Obferve juft:Feet, and put plain Words in Rhime;
For break the Numbers, and.the Verfe affords
"But common angry Talk, and ufual Words: -
Thus take what I, or what Luciliss writes,
Tho’ now and then it florms, and fometimeos bites,
Invert the Order, and the Words tranfpofe,
No fign, as when you change, (When wviolens Wars
Had burf} their Braxen.Gates, axd braks the Bars:)
©Of Poetry. appears,. 'tis naked Profe.
1v

Bat now enough, another time {hall fhow
If *tis a part of Poatry or nio:
For now. I will enquire how Men thqu'd hate-
This way of writing Satyr, aod for what:
Capri and Swice, thofe Terrors of the Jayl,
Both hoarfe with pleading, walk the Cammon-Hall,
Their green Bags -ftuff’d with Bills, IndiGuents, Brev
A mighty Terror thofe to Knaves and Thieves ;
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But yet an honeff Man, that keeps his Oath,
Nor robs, nor fteals, may fately fcorn them both:

If thou’rt a Thief, as Ceele and Byrrbus are, 20
T'm not like Suice or Capri, why do’ft fear,

And why dread me? My Book’s not fet to Sale,
Thumb’d by the Rabble upon ev’ry Stall,

The Rafcal fcum, Hermogenesand All:

I feldom do rehearfe, and when I do, o5
T'm forc’d, becaufe my Friends will have it .

But then in private, to my Friends alene,

‘Not ev’ry where, nor yet to ev'ry cne: -

Thoufands i'th’ publick Market-place recite,

And trouble all they meet with what they write s 100
Nay whilk they bathe, they Rudicufly rehearie,

The Eccho’s raife the Voice and grace the Verfe :

Thus a& our Fops, and without Fear or Wit,

Never confidering if the Seafon’s fit,

Or Time convenient: FFell, éut what you writs 108
Doth hurt Men's Fama, that’s your peruerfe Delight :.

Why this to me ? Doth any Friend of mine

Boldly affirm that this is my Defign?

He that fhall rail againtt his abfeat Friends,

Or hears them fcandaliz’d, and not defends, 11e.
Sports with their Fame, and fpeaks whate’er he can,

And oply to be thought a witty Man,

Tells Tales; and brings his Friend in dife@eem,

That Man’s 3 Kaave, befure beware of him, i

Set twelve to Supper, one sbove the reft nsy
Takes all the Talk, and breaks a fcurvy Jeft.

On 1:lﬂ:l, except the Mafter of the Feaft: -

At laft on him, when frequent Cups begio

T'unlock his Soul, mdm the Spigbl:!tgl within:.

Yet him you count 8 Wag, a mesry Soul, 120
A pleafint, innoceat, and harmlefs Droll :
But if I fmile perchance, if I prefume.
To laugh, becaufe Rasfilius doth perfume. Tha
. | T



200 SATYRIV. Lis. L

That Female Man, or nafty Gorgen note R
For ftudied Filthinefs, and fmell of Goat: ng !
My Smiles are Satyrs, and whate’er I write,
In me *tis all Detration, and ‘tis Spight:
In common Talk, as we have often done,
If we difcourfe how Petil ftole the Crown ;
And you, as you are wont, his Caufe defend, 130
He bath a kindnefs for me, be's my Friend, )
My old Acquaintance be, he is i;ynl.
And faith I'm glad as Heart thas he is freed ;
And yet I wonder how be'fcap'd; "tis right,
This, this is bafe Detraltion, this is Spight: 13
This, if I know my felf, ne’er relitht me,
My Books from this, I'm fure my Mind is free s
But if fome things appear jocokly writ,
This you muft pardon, this you muft permit,

V.

For my good Father did inftrut me fo, na
And by Examples taught me how to know '
What was unfit, snd what was fit to do.

For when he tutor'd and advis'd to Thrift,

And live content with that which he had left:

Mark Byrrhus, he would fay, and Alpi’s Sen, iy
How wreschedly they live, now they're undone !

Tiwo fit Examples, by wnbappy Fates,

To fright yowng Heirs from [quandring their Eftatese

When he would fright me from a lawles Love,

And Whores, he faid, Young Horace do ot prove g0
Like Se&anus, nor lead fo loofe & Life,

And feck floln joys, and with another’s Wifey

Ulfe what the Laws permit, and be advis'd,

‘Trebonius get no credit when furpriz'd :

Philofophers perbaps may fhow the Canfe, 153
«nd talk of Reafon, and of Nature's Laws,

Why fome things (how'd be hated, fome admir'd,

otnd by avoided forne, and fome defir'd s

Pan. N
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Bwt *tis enough for me 1o form thy Mind, . )
dnd leave it 10 the Ancients Rules inclin'd 5 -, 16e
ud while thow wans'ft a Tutor, keep thy Name,

dnd Ddanners, [potlefs, and preferve thy Fame;

Bor when a Man, then thow mufl walk alene,
No prudent care to guide thee, but thy own,
Chus be advis'd ; whate’er he’d bave me do, 16p
He fays, Look fuch a one doth fo.and fo;
And fets a werthy Maa before my. Eyes.
And when he would forbid a thing, he cries,
Us wot this bad, when fuch and [uch & One
Vs feandaliz'd for’s over all the Town? 170
Unruly Patients, when they chance to bear
"Their Neighbour’s lately dead, begin to fear,
Grow orderly, and check their Appetite ;
So others ill Repute do often fright -
“Young Men from following Vice and falfe Delight. 175
Hence ’tis that found from greater faults I live;

Bot finall, and fuch as Friends may well forgive

1 goant I have, yet even thofe grow lefs

By my own Care, or by my Friends Advice;

For when in Bed, or when I walk alone, 13
I ufually revolve what I have done; :

This may be bester'd fure, and this commend,

And make me greater, and a pleafans Friend:

Sure this is bad, and this is not well done ;

What , fball I a like fuch, and fuch & one? 185
All this I ufe to think on, when alone:

At leafure times I write my foolith Thoughts,

And this is one of thofe my little Faults,

Which if you won't forgive, but prove fevere,

A Band of Poets to my Aid I'll rear, 19e
(For we can make a Band) and like the Fens

Il force you take that fide you now refufe,

3

SATYR
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SATYR V.

A Defeription of bis Fourney to Brundufium,
all the wvariosus Qccurrences in the way.

FRO M fately Rome I firft began my way,

And reach’d Aricia’s Town, and there I lay;
My Company, as good as Maa cou’d feck,

‘The Lawyer Heliadore, a learned Greek:

Then Forum Apii, that’s a paliry Town,

With Tars and Pedlars throng‘d and thofe alone,
‘We made two Days on’t hither, tho’ moft but one;
For to quick Travellers ’tis a tedious Road,

But if you walk but flow, ’tis prerty good.

Here, ’caufe the Water did corrode the Tafte,

And hurt the Stomach, I refolv’d to faft ; )
And envy’d thofe that fupp'd; now Night appears,
And o’er the Heav’n {preads Shades, and twinkling ¢
And then the Boys and Tars began to roar,

A Boat, a Boat, o bo, you Son of a Whore,

Pox, thou wilt fink the Boat, enough, no mere:

And while they take the Fare we were to pay,
And tye the Mule, a whole Hour flips away:

The Boat was full of Fleas, and thofe moleft,

And croaking Frogs all Night difturb'd our Reft :-
‘The Mule-man and, the Boat-man fate up late, -
Both drunk, and fang a Catch of merry Kase:

At latt the weary Mule-man roll'd to Bed,

With fiery Eyes, fwoln Guts, and aking Head.
The Boat-man too refolv’d to work no more,

But ty'd his Mule to graze along the Shore,

Then fell afleep, and there all Night did fnore.

And now the Sun climb’d o’er the Eaftern Hill,
And fhow'd the Day, but yet our Boat ftood ill;
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e, a furly Feiiow, leap'd from far, 30
wck and Side he cudgeld drowzy Tar:

:ade him work and follow our Commaad,

at ten & Clock we came to Land:

was the Place, and there we dine;

: three Miles farther to another Inn: 35
id Mecenas was to meet me there, .
'00d Coeceins fent on great Affair,

nbaffics, ’twas their delightful Tail

ke new Fricnds, and Enemies reconcile:

re, beaaufe my travelling did inflame, . 49
my Eyes, mean while Mecenas came, .. t
s, Capito and Fronto

Yonto delicate in Mind and Face,

‘eat with Antony as any was:

¢ Fundi we refus'd to bait, A

1gh’d at proud Aufidius’ Pomp and State;

wvener lately, now with Mace and Gown

ffs, and proudly Lords it o’cr the Town.

rmia next: there Capiso Meat affords,

% Lodging, fo we liv'd like Lords: 50

ext Day was a happy joyful Day, :

en at Sinueffa on our way,

8, Virgily Varius toe-attends, -

uthy Men, and my obligig Friends:

w did we embrace! What Shouts we gave! 13

ud’s the deareft thing a Man can have :

Night neas Campan’s Bridge our Stage was.good,

rere we lodg'd, and, as the Cuftom ftood,

"illagers prefented Salt and Wood:

Stage was Capwa, there we made a ftay, 6o

ime betimes, Mascenas went to play, '

and [ to bed, my Eyes were'f{;e.

amach fick, and fo we both forbore:

ext we reach’d Cocceius Farm at Night 3

ufan: Seat, and ftor'd with all Delight : 65
But
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But now sffift, my Mufe, and now relate

How two bafe Fellows quarrel'd, and for what:
But firft their Pedigree s the generous, brave,

And valiant Me/fiss was a noble Knave,

An Ofcian born ; Sarmentus was a Slave:

Thus nobly born thefe two, and nobly bred,

Began the Brawl, 4nd firfi Sarmentus faid,

Faith, Meflius, Thow art like an untam’'d Hovfe;
We hugh; Well, well, fays Moffins, take your Comr|
And thakes his Head; Ob, were thy Horns not gone,
How thow wouklft pufb, fince now when thon baft no
Thow threatneft fo? but that's a feurvy Place,
Thofe plaguy Scars thy brifly Front difgrace.

And then breaks many a Jeft ypon his Face,

On ev'ry Pimple, and on ev’ry Wart,

And bids him Mimick Polyphem: No Art,

No Vizor thou doft need, for thew art vongh,

And Nature'’s given thee Uglinefs enongh,

This Meffius ftomachs, and replies again,

Well, Sir, when will you confecrase the Chain

You vow'd the Lates? now you're mighty proud,

A Scribe, yet fiill your Lady's Claim is good :

But why I wonder [how'dfi thow run away?

A poor thin-gutsed Rogues [wre he might flay

That feafted on an half-pesny Loaf a Day.

This made our Supper pleafant, thence we rode

To Bencvensum, there our Inn was good:

But whil®t our fedulous Hoft makes too much hafte
To roaft our Meat, and lights too firong a Blatt,
He had almoft been burat, the Chimny fir'd,
Aund flames as hungry to the Roots afpir'd:

Then hungry we, and all our Servants came

To fave the Meat, and Houfe, and quench the Flam
Next Day the known 4ppulian Mountains rife,
Which hot Arabulss fcorches as be flics ;
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§s thefe Hills had prov'd too great a Toil,
nall Trevicum gave us reft awhile ;
aid, quite blinded in a fmoaky Houfe,

Il they had to burn was Leaves and Boughs :

I, poor Noddy, half the Night or more
%ed a forfworn, a jilting Whore

t dull Sleep did blunt my.keen Defire,

2y Hand fpread o'er, and check’d my Fire :
xn fome wanton Dreams, too loofe to tell,
y’d ber Place, and did the Feat as well.

ce four and twenty Miles in four Hours time,

205

108

fmall Place whofe Name won’t ftand .in Rhime ;

et by Signs s very cas’ly known :

then, the Water’s {carce o'er all the Town ;
:heapeft thing that Nature hath beftow’d

i dearly fold ; the Bread is very good :

oft the wary Traveller approves,

when he parts, he fills-his Bag with Loaves :

one Canufium yields but grifty Bread,
Town was built by valiant Diomed,
Nympbs averfe, s like the former, poor,
an it boaft one Quart of Water more :
Zarius lefc us, buc appear’d to be
'rn’d to part, and all as much as he ;
Night we reach’d to Ruéi, there we lay,
ry weary, for the tedious way
licty, and befides it rain’d all Day :
Morn the Sky was fair, the Weather good
: as Bari’s Town, but worfe the Road :
we had Sport enough, and caufe to fmile,
me that would our eafic Paith beguile,
I needs per{wade that in their facred Quire
Inceace burns without the help of Fire :
t the Fews believe it if they pleafe,
» I know the Gcds muft live at eafe
K

1y
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Nor when ﬁrong Namre doth fome Wonders lhow,
Can I believe they meddle here below :

Hence to Brandufium, there I left my Friends, -
And fo my Story and my Journcy ends. :

SATYR VI 70 MECEXAS.

1. He commends bim for looking on the Exce)
cies, wot the Families of Men. 3. Againfé Pr
i His Acquaintance with Mzcenas. 4. F

is Father bred him. §. That be is very
comtented with bis [mall Eftate.

L .

Al,tbo thy Veins are filld with Roya! Blood,

Thy Birth as noble, Family as good
As all Hetruria boafts, you are not proud :
Altho’ thy Anceflors did Armies guide,
Kings by thy Father’s and thy Mother’s fide,
Thou doft not flight a Man of mean Degree,
As moft Men ufe to do, for Inftance, me,
Whofc Father was a Slve, and lately free.
For you believe, and you are right in this,
No matter whence he comes, but what be is :
No matter if his Race be low, his Blood
Be mean, it but his Mind be great angd good :
Before King Tullinsg' Time, by Birth a Slave,

A thoufand Men of mean Defcent were brave,
Md fill’d the Honours that the People gave : 1
But noble Levis, though Plerius Son,

( By whofe wife Condu& this great State begun,
When Turquin they, the Luftful and the Proud,
Expell'd) was never valu'd by the Crowd :
The Crowd, thofe Common laves to empty Fame,
That more thaa the Deferts regard the Name,

D
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| with Pamily and gawdy Shows :
what fhould We, what We the Wife propofe,
at are thought a diférens Kind from Thofe ?
Elections grant the Crowd refufe 25
'e Decins, and Levinus chule 5
rant the furly Ceafor Appius fcorn,
wove me off, becaufe but meauly born,
: deferv’dly, ‘caufe I would be Brave,
ek a finer Skin thin Nature give : 3
lory’s thining Chariot fwiftly draws
:qual Whirl the Noble and the Bafe.
1L

at Profit was it, Twullins, to refume
nce loft Honours, fpread thy gawdy Plume,
: & Tribune ¢ Thence more Hate began, 35
Eavy rofe, than when a Private Man : |
hen a Fool fha!l make a mighty fir,
er and huff in Golden Chain and Fur;
es flreight turn to the unufual State,
udioufly enquire, What Fellow’s that ¢ 40
Family ? As one that fhows a Face-

Mesger, Pale, and fuch as Barrus has,
ould be Handfome thought. “Where-c'er He goes,
idies cry, Look how the Fellow fhows, Z
reight examine his Leg, Calf, and Nofe. 4s s
when one thrufts himfelf upon the State,
ies, Come, I'll fuflain the Nation’s Weight,
spire and Religion be my Care, - .
nage all : This makes the People ftare, :
1aked them ask What'is he, whence came he ? 50
®as his Mother ? Of whit Family ?
te Bafe, his Site of mean Dégree ?
bat, fhall Bafe-born you, Sir, rule the Law,
t o'er Citizens, and hang and draw ?
legue Novius, Sir, is mean to me, 31
bat my Eatber wis, i Slave tade Eree,

K2 W
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What then, doth that enoble thy bafe Blood,
Make Thee Meffala, Paulus, or as good ?
Yer did two hundred Drays, and all the Crowd
Of two great Funerals meet, he bawls fo loud, 6o
That He would drown the Horns and Trumpets nmfes
This pleafes, we are taken with bis Voice :
IIL

But to my felf, the Son of a Freed Man, —
‘Whom envious Eyes and envious Tongues purfue,
Becaufe, My Lord, 1 am belov’d by you : 65
But once becaufe I had a good Command,
And as a Tribune led a Roman Band :
The Caufe unlike, for thofe that may pretend
To envy me, for Honours Chance can fend, %
Yet may not be difpleas’d that you're my Friend: 7o
Since neither Fancy nor the poplar Voice,
But prudent Care, and Worth, doth guide your Choice:
And, Sir, this Happinefs I dare not own
‘Was Chance, for twas not Chance that made me known:
For Virgil did commend me to your Grace, bl
And Varius often told you what T was:
When fent for, Sr, in few and broken Words,
In fuch as Infant Modefly affords,
1 did not tell you my Defcent was great,
1 did not fay I had a vaft Etate, R |
But what I was; and your Reply was fhort,
As ’tis your Cuftom ; fo I kft the. Court,
And to my Fields retir'd ; gt nine Months end
You fent for me, and bad me be your Friend.
And this T think is great, this makes me proud, 8
That I pleas’d you, who know what's bad from gooi
By Virsue, not by Noblensfs of Blood :

Iv.
If only litsle Stains do fpot my Soul
As perfe@ Beauties often have a Mole)
Tho' P'm fewre and free from all the foul :
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If none on me can #ruly fix Difgrace,

If I em neither Covetous, nor Bafe;

If Innocent my Life, if (to commend

My felf ) 1 live belov’d by ev’ry Friead,

I thank my Father for’t; for he being poor, - of
His Farm but {mall, the ufual Ways forbore 3

He did not fend me to Sir Fabins Sechool,

To teach me Arts, and make me great by Rule :

Such as our great Men's Sons and Nobles feek, §
With Book in Hand, and Satchel round their Neck, 100
And meanly pay their Mafter by the Week.

Bat firt he boldly brovght me up tc Town,

To fec thofe Ways, and make thofe Arts my own, §
Which every Knight and Noble taught his Son :

So well attended, and fo richly drefs'd

" 1 walk’d thro’ Rome, and thofe that view'd me, gueﬁ'd

1 was a Man of Wealth, a Knight at leaft.

Himfelf my carefull't Guardian watch’d me fill;

In fhort, he fo fupprefs’d the Growth of 1, :
That (Virtue’s height) not only kept me pure - a0
From vitious Deeds, but ill Repute fecure : :

Nor did he fear the Cenfuring World fhould blame

His high Defigns, or I be damn’d with-Shame,

If after all his Cof I fhould be made

A commen Cryer, or a meaner Trade ; 137
'Or clfe, as he himfelf, have poorly liv’d

A mean Excife-Man, nor fhould I bave grievd : '
1 owe more Thanks, and more Refpe& for.this, :
Nor fhall I ¢’er, whatever Fops advife, §
Repent of fuch a Fatker, if I'm wife, 120
Therefore as Othets when the Haughty fcorn,

Twas not sur Fault we were not nobly born ;

1 do not fay, nor mind thofe meaner Cares ;

My Words and Thoughts are diffrent far from theirs.

K3 V., For
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Go back to Birth, and chufe a noble Sire, )

As great as Thought could frame, or Pride defire ;
Content with thofe I have, let others chufg,

I would the Noble and the Great refule ;

And this is foolifh, thisa wild Defign 13¢
¥th’ Crowd’s Opinion, Wife perhaps in thine,
Becaufe I love my Eafe, and Greatnels fear,
Aund fbun 3 Weight I am not us'd to bear :
For ftreight my fmall Eftate I muft enlarge,
Salute more Men, and live at greater Charge, 13§
Companions get, lett I, in Ficld or Town,

The noble I, be feen to walk alone :

More Grooms and Horfs keep, a Coach befide,

And all the coftly Vanities of Pride : . )
Now on my bob-tail'd Mule, all gall'd and fore, 140
My Wallet galls behind, my Spurs before

I ride when-c’er I will, I ride at eafe

As far as foft Turentum, if 1 pleafe;

None, as of Tullius Bafenefs, thall of mine cqmaplain,

On whom, when Prator, asa noble Train, 14
In the Tiburtine way five Boys did wait,

And bore a Stool and Flask of Wine in Stgte,

1 live, Sir Nobls, 1 can juftly boaft,

Better than you, and haprier far than moft : -

1 walk alone where-e’er my Faacies lead, 150
And bufie ask the Price of Herbs and Bread :

Thro’ cheating Rome about the clofe of Day

1 freely walk, T go to Church and pray,

Then home, where I fhall find a fparing Treat,

And three {mall pretty Boys bring up the Meat : 35
Jutt by a White-ftone Table ftands, to bear g

V.
For thould kind Natsre bid my Soul retire, ulg

Two Pots, one Cup, and equal to my fare

A Cruife and Platter, all poor Earthen Ware,
And
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And then I go to Bed, and tak® my Reft, .
No guilty Confcience frets, no Cares moleft ; 160
No fad Remembrance of my former Crimes 3

No Suits to bid me be at Court betimes :

Where Mar/ya’s Statuc ftands, and feats to brook

The Fury of the younger Noviss look : ’
« I {leep *till Teén, then walk, or read a while, 165
% Or write for Pleafure, *noint my felf with Oil,

Not fuch as Natza pours, the Rich, the Bafe,

Who robs the dying Lamps to greafe his Face,

But when that Heat invites to cooler Streams,

I bathe, and fly the Fury of the Beams ;. 170
1 eat not greedily, but juft enough - :
Fo ftay my Stomach, and keep Hunger off ;

This is their Life who are unloos’d from Fears,

Weighty Ambition, and its vexing Cares :

This comforts me, this more Contentment brings, 175
‘Than if my Birth were high, my Race were Kings.

SATYR VIL

& Scolding Law-Suit between Perfius, and Rupi-
" lius, furmam’d The King. :

OW mungrel Perfius paid Rupilius off, ,
-~ Surnam’d The King, that banifh’d railing Huff,
And gave him Quid fox Quo, I think is known
To all the Blind, and Barbers Shops in Town :~
This Perfius rich half 4fia did moleft
With Law-Suits, and the Ring amongft the reft :
Bold, Impudent He was, and ftill at Strife, '
And as malicious as the King for’s Life.
Haughty, and fuch a bitter Rogue to rail,
That Pifo hardly could blow Wind in’s Tail : 10
But to return, when nought could calm their Rage,
(For fo ’tis fill when T greas. Sowlsengage :)
K 4 Thas

)
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’T'sus in Achilles and in Hedor’s Strife,

Their Emulation was as long as Life ;

Becaufe they both were Brave, their Minds were gre
Their Courage equal, and alike their Heat ; ‘
But when two Cowards, or unequal Foes,

As when foft Glaucus, Diomed did oppofe,

The weaker yields, unable to defend,

And gives the other Bribes to be his Fricnd.
When Brutus, Afia rul'd, this railing Pair,

Not Byth and Bacchius were a Match fo fair,
Began their Suit; away to Court they rua

Both hot, and gaz'd at both by ev’ry one. -
Perfius begins, and doth the Caufe explain,

(We laugh, and, as he fpeaks, we lavgh again)
Angd praifeth Bratus huch, and all bis Train:
He calls him 4ffa’s Sun, a gloricus Thing,

And all were Stars benign except the King ;
“The Dog-Star He, that Star that poifon yie!ds,
And theds malicious Influence o'er our Fields.
Thas heedlefly he ftill purfu’d his: Theme,

As fierce and muddy as a Winter’s Stream,

Thie King enrag'd at this, and fwoln with Hate,
Empties his Scomach ftraight in Billingfgate ;
The fineft Rbetorick the World hath known,
The very infide of a Bawling Clown,

But Perfius netled with his tharp Replies,

At laft, Britus, finge Thou art wmt, He cries,

To Murther Kings ; for Heaven's fake why not This ¢
For this would prove a good and greas defign,
Brutus, this ought to be an A of thine,

SAT



SATYR VI Lis I 213

SATYR VIIL

1. Priapus zells bow be came 2o be a God. 2. Dif-
conrfes Fow the Witches come at Night and tron-
ble bim. 3. Difcovers their Ceremonies.

I
LONG time I lay a sfelefs Piece of Wood, -
*Till Artifts, doubtful for what the Log was good,
A St00l, or God, refolv’d to make a God :
So I was made, and hence I grew ador’d,
The Fear of ev’ry Thief, and ev’ry Bird :
- My Hook and my vaft Pole the Thieves affright,
And keep the Garden fafe from Rogues by Night :
My ghaltly Head is crown’d with Raring Reed,
To fright the Sparrows from the new-fown Seed. * -
IL
This Plat, where now 1 ftand, was heretofore 1o
A common Place of Burial for the Poor,
Here, by the common Beadle of the Town,
The poorer Sort, and Spendthrifts Corps,” were thrown,
They got this Plat when they had fpent their owa,
A theufand Foot in length, three bundred broad, . 15
As the Infeription fhows, by Will beftow'd . §
For Publick Ufe, and for the Common Good.
But now where only frightful Bones were feen,
‘That checker’d with a ghatly White the Green,
Macenas built a Summer’s foft Retreat : T 20
The Air is good, and ’is a pretty Seat,
And now I take but very lictle Care, .
For Thieves and Birds that come and rifte here;
The troublelome F#itches vex me more than They,
Thofe Witches I can never drive away: - 2§
For when the Moon is up, each comes and pulls
Hoer pois'nous Herbs, or gathers Bones and Skulls.,
K s IL 1



214 SATYR VIIL. L. L,

III.

I oft have feea the Hag :Capidia there,
Bare-fopt, ber Coat tuck’d fhort, and loofe her Hair:
With clder Sagana, I faw them run, 30
(They both were ghattly, pale to look upon.)
I heard them howl, and faw the furious Witch,
Whiltt with her Nails fhe fcrapd a litde Ditch,
Then tear black Lambs, and pour in all the Blood,
And call the hungry Ghofis to take their Food,
Thé Ghofls that were to tell her what fhe wou'd,
Of Wool and Wax they made two Images,
Which the bewitch'd and Witches Forms exprefs,
“The Woel the greater to torment the lefs :
‘The Wax was to be whipt, and feem’d to bow,
And there Bood cringing as it fear'd the Blow. -
One Hecate invokes with dreadful Pray’r,
. And one Tifiphons, -and fireight they bear
_ Black Serpents hifs and Hell-hounds barking there.
The Moon skulk’d low, and as afraid to view
This ghaftly Sight, behind the Tombs withdrew,
Now if 1 lyq let Birds difdain my Reed,
And come and perch, and dung upon my Head :
Let me be fpit, let me be pifs’d upon, .
By all the Rogues and Rafcals of the Town : 50
Why fhould [ mention all [ aw or heard ?
How ia their Ditch they hid a Tyger’s Beard,
And Serpent’s Tooth : how, with a fqueaking Voice, .
The Witch and Ghoft difcours’d ¢ how harfh she Noife?
How, by flow Fires, the waxen Form did wafte: 55
And frighted 1 reveng'd my felf at latt.
For loud, as a blown Bladder when ’tis broke,
1 ftoutly farted from my Arfe of Qak;
The frighted M#irches ftart and drop, for fear,
Canidia Tecth, and Sagana falfe Hair ; 6o
Away their Charms and pois’nous Herbs were thrown, %

g
AN S AN VYN

Each takes her ambling Switch, aod haftes to ‘Town ;
It would have made you fplit to fec them run.
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SATYR IX.

T¥e Defeription of an imperiinent Fop that plagw'd
Horace in bis Walk. .

AS I was walking thro’ the Streets of Rome,
And mufing on I know not what nor whom,
A Fop came up, by Name fcarce known to me,
He feiz’d my Hand, and cry’d, Dear Sir, bow d'ye? )
I thank you, pretty well as Times go now ; 5
Al Happinefs : 1 wifh the fame to you:
But when he follow’d me, I turn’d and cry’d,
What farther Bufinefs, Sir ? And he reply’d,
What dow' you know me, Sir 2 No *faith : What, no?
Come, Horate, now you jeft, I'm fure you do ;- 1o
Why I'm a Scholar : Sir, I'm glad of that,
*Twill make me prize you at a higher rate: .
Uneafic thus, and eager to be gone,
Sometimes 1 walk’d but flow, now fafteron,
My Foot-boy whifper'd now, and now I ftopt, 1T
Now turn’d about, ftill fweating ’till T dropt :
Ten thoufand timpes I foftiy curs’d my-Fate,.
And envy’d deaf Bolanus happy State :’
Wahiltt be, eternal Clack, of all we meet
Said fomething, praifing Houfes, Town, and-Street: 20~
But when he faw me fo uneafic grown, 2
And anfwer nothing; Sir, you wonld be gone, %
But faith, Dear Sir, we muft not part fo foon 5.
I love your Company, Il follew fiill,
I muft make one, Dear Sir, go where you will, = 23:
>Tis too much trouble for you, I defign, :

ond the Bridge, to fec a Friend of - minre -
Unknown to you, your kind Attendance {pare, . )
It will be rude to trouble you {o far.
Sir, I'm 4t leifure, 1 bave Time to [pend; 3
And 1 can walk, I'm fure, to ferve a Frieud::
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I'll go: And thus whea no Releafe appears,
Like an O’erladen Afs I bung my Ears.
" ‘Thea he, Sir, if I don’t mifiake my Parts,
Not Varius Wit, nor Vifcus great Deferts
Can claim your Friendfbip balf fo much as mine ;
Which of the Wits can write fo [mooth & Line,
Which more than I, or which with greater Eafe ?
*Tis almoft matural in me to pleafe s
Who can his Limbs to [ofter Motions bring
Hesmogenes might envy when I fing :
And then he ftopt awhile, and I put in,
Have you a Mother, Sir, or any Kin
That wou'd be glad to fee you ? I have none,
For, thanks kind Stars, they all are dead and gome,
Oh happy they, and I the laft remain !
Come, pray Sir, quickly rid me of my Pain
For nowr the fatal Hour, the time is come,
The Mid-wife told me when fhe read my Doom 3
She turn'd the Sieve, and faid, Nor Sword, nor. Cough,
Nor Poifon, Plague, nor Charms fhall take him off:
Nor the Catarrh, nor Flux, nor Pox deftroy,
But an cternal Tongue fhall kill the Boy,
And therefore wou'd he have bis Life be long,
When grown a Man avoid a talking Tongue.
By this ’twas nine a Clock or fomewhat paft,
And we to Vefia’s Temple came at laft,
And there that Day he had a Caufe to hear,
And was to lofe his Suit or elfe appear.
Come pray, Sir, &s you love me, flop'a while.
Faith, Sir, I cannot ftand, nor have I skill
In any Point, and I'm eblig’d to go.
Well then, what-muft I leave my Canfe, or Yo ?
Me by all means: No, hang me if I do:
And {o march’d on; and 1 (with one too ftron
What Man can firive?) look’d blank, and fneak’d along
: Ll

1



SATYR IX. Lis. L. 217

How doth Mazcenas (thence his Chat began)

Affect you wow ! You are the fubtleft Man :

You make Hay whilff it fhines, bus sake my Word, .

Tv have another always near my Lord, 7.

And next to you in Favowr, wonld fecure

My Lord's good Will, and make your Fortsune fure :

Fiz mchm.mmma:bg 6}!,

Il ly Life on't, you rout she vefl.

Sir, yon'zilhke. that’s not our Courfe of Life, v

We know no Jealoufies, no Brawls, no Strife ;

From all thofe 1lis our Patron’s Houfe is free, ,

None, ’caufe more Learn’d or Wealthy, troubles me :

We bave our Stations, all their own purfue.

is flrange, fearce credible : And yet ’tis true : )

This whets my Wifh, I'm eager for & Place :

I flall not veft 'sill I am near bis Grace :

P’q’ Mﬂy Fﬁml. I'm fm 4:‘.‘ s.‘“ﬁ.

He may be wrought on, if you pleafe to prefs:

Buat, Sir, at firft he is of hard Accefs. 5

Well, when Occafion forves, I'll play my part,

U'll fpare no Coft and Charge, try eU'ry Art,

Hang on his Coach, wait on him, all I can, :

Bribe, Flatser, Cringe, but I'm refolv'd to gain ;

Tis only Labous, Sir, can raife a Man. 90

As thus he talk’d, a Friend of mine came by,

Who knew the Fellow’s Humour more than 1.

We ftop’d, and talk’d awhile, as How o' do ?

Whence came you, Sir, I pray? And whither now ? ,

Mean while I fhrug'd, a thoufand Signs I fhow'd, 9

1 (queez'd bis Hand, and did whate'er I cou’d, "

I nodded, cough’d, and wink’d te let him fee

1 ftood in need of’s help to fet me free ;

He, cruel Wag, tho’ knowing my Intent,

Pretended Ignorance of all I meant : o 100

I rag'd ; at att, A lissle while ago

Lou bad fome bufinefs, pray les's bwve it tiow, I mind
n
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I mind h Well. bllt, Sil‘, .ﬂotbef Dly,

My Bufinefs calls me now a different way ; -

*Tis Holiday, I vifit yonder Shrine,

Aud muft not mix Prophane with Things Divine :
I don't mind Holidays 3 but Sic 1 do, )
A little tender confcienc’d, Sir, 1 vow,

One of the Crowd, I go to Church and pray,.
Your pardon, Sir, well talk another Day.

Did ever fuch unlucky Beams arife |

Ever fo black a Day ! Unkind he flics,

And leaves me gafping for a little Life;

Juft at the Mercy of the Butcher’s Kaife ::

When lo his Adverfary ary'd, Ob, Qb!

Sir Rafecal, bave I caught you, whither now -

Pray, Sir, bear witnefs. Gladly I confent ;

He’s forc'd to Couprt, and I as frecly went :

‘The People crowd gnd fhout; but *mid@t . the. ftrife-
1 feap'd, and fo 4peo fav’d my Life.

SATYR X

1. He maintainus the, Cenfure be had gives of
lius. - 2. Difcourfes of Poetry. 3. Satyr
proper Talent. 4 He is content wish the .

of the beft yndge:.

L
ELL, .Sir, 1 grant 1 faid Lucih‘m‘Mufe

Is ungorre&, his way of Writing-looft,.
« And who admires him fo, what Friend of his
 So blindly partial to deny me this ?
« And yet in the fame Page I frecly own,
«_His Wit as fharp as ever lafh’d the Town ;.
But this one fort of Excellence allow’d,
Doth not infer that all ghe roft is good :
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% For on the fame Account 1 might admit
< Laberius Farce for Poems and for Wit.
: 1L

Well then, ’tis not enough to pleafc the Crowd,
And make them laugh, to prave the Poem good :
Yet this I grant a fost of Excellence:
He muft be fhost, nor muft he clog his Senfe
With ufelefs Words, or make his Periods lang,

They muft be fmooth, and o glide o’er the Tongue:

And fometimes he muft vfc a graver Style,
And then jocofe, and he muft laugh awhile,
Now like an Oraser, a Poet naw,
Their different Virtues, and their Graces fhow 3
Now like a Gentleman, whofe fine Difcourfo
Defign'dly eafie is, and free from force,
Infiractive Mirth, and whese a waggifh focer
Doth hit the great Ones more than a fevere.
¢ This was the drift of all our Ancient Plays,
« In this they.may be follow'd, and with Praife.
But thefe Hermogenes. (thofe blund’ring Heads ) "
Scarce knows; and t'other Ape-face never reads ;-
Poor thick-skull'd Sots that fing a Catch or two.
From Caluns, and that’s .all that they can do.
Ay, bus be's excellens ; for many times
He mixes Greek wigh Latin in bis Rbimes.
Dull Sots, to think. that -Poetry and Wit,
Which ¢’en the Rhodian poor. Pishelson. swrit.
Ay, bus the Speech thus mix'd is neat and fine,
*Tis fwees like Latin mix'd with Greekith Wine,
But you, Sir, that can’t think this Cenfirre true,
. But doat on Lwcill, I appeal to you,
Only in Verfe, or.when you treat of Laws,
Or plead, fuppofe, Pesillus defp’rate Caufe ;
Whillt Pode and Corvin eagerly accufe,
Would you this mix'd, this Mungrel Language ufe :

g

30

As
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As ‘twere forget your own, and Greek confound
With Latine, like th® Apulians double Sound ?
When I, a Latin, once defign’d to write

Greek Verfes, Romulus appear’d at Night ;

*Twas after Twelve, the Time when Dreams are true,

And faid ; Why Horace, what do’)ft mean to do?

*Tis full as mad the Greeks vaff Heaps t'encreafe, ‘

os tis to carry Water 3o the Seas,

While fwelling 4ipin in his lofty way,

Murders poor Memmon in his barbarous Play ;
Or aukwardly defcribes the Head of Rbine ;
This pleafant way of writing Satyr’s mine.
*Tis not for Glory, nor to pleafe the Age,

Nor get the Bays, nor often tread the Stage,
True Comedy Fondanus only writes,

Pollio the A&s of Kings, and Noble Fights ;
Strong Epic-Poems Varins beft can raife,

And Virgil’s happy Mufe in Eclogues plays,
Natural, and foft, and juftly wins the Bays.
In Satyrs I, which Varro try’'d in vain,

And others too, may have a happy Strain

Yet than Lucilins lefs 1 freely own,

I would not ftrive to bla&t his jut Renown,
He wears and beft deferves to wear the Crowa,
Ay, but I fiid his Fancy muddy flow'd, '
And faulty Lines did oft exceed the good,
Well, Sir, and is e'en Homer all corre&t ?

Is he, Sir Critick, free from all defe& ?

Doth not Lucilius, Accius Rhimes accufe ?
And blame our Ennins’s correGer Mufe ?

For too much Lightnefs oft his Rhimes deride,
And when he talks of bis own Verfe, for Pride ?
Then what’s the Reafon that his Friend repines,
That when I read Lucilius loofer Lines,

T try if ’tis his Subje&t won’t permit

More even Verfe, or if ’tis want of Wit ?

7

But
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ow if any is content to chime,
uft put naked Words in Feet and Rhime, 8o
vrite two hundred Lines in two Hours time,

fius did; that full o’er-flowing Tide

it, and who was burnt, (or Fame hath ly’d) E
Piles of his own Papers when he dy'd. , -

*hen fuppofe Lucilins was 3 Wit, 8
irtues more than Faults in what he writ,

&er than the O/der Writers own, :
hat we Satyr owe to him alone, }
2 Poem to the Gresks unknown :

ould corre&, he would retrench his Senfe,
are off all that was not Excellence ;
Pains, and often when he Verfes made,
1 bite his Nails to th’ quick, and fcratch his Head.
you defign a lating Piece, be wife, o5
d, Corre&t again, again Revife:
feek the Crowd’s unthinking Praife : Delight -
1

id he now again new Life commence, 90 §

v. -
at few, and Judges, read the Verfe you write,
y Ambition, mesn unthinking Fool,
' 8 Claffick thumb'd in ev’ry School ? Toa
not my Wifh, for %is enough for me,
'd Aréufeula was wont to fay,
well, bifs on, for fince I pleafe the bef?,
bofe approve me well, I feorn the reft,
hould I vex to hear Pontitins blame 108
sems, or Demetrius carp my Fame? '
ogry Famnins, at Tigellins Treat,
ce my Verfe to get a little Meat ?
otins, Varius, and Mecenas Love,

yfar, Virgil, Valgius all approve 110
I compofe 5 to thefe wou'd I cou'd joyn
ifei, and Meffala’s learned Line, §

ilio, and fome other Fricnds of mine,
: Whom
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Whom 1 for Modefty forbear to name,

My good Acquaintance all, and Men of Fame,
And praife my Lines, and I fhould grieve to know
They do vot pleafe them, as I hope they do.

1 fcorn Fgellius, and Demetrins Noife,

Dull Block-heads, let them pipe among their Boys,
- And mind their Schools: Go, Roger, quickly run,
Put this into my Book, and I have done.

She End of the Firft Book of Satyrs

- : - SATY
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T e ke by

The SEcoND BOOK.

SATYR L

He advifath bis Friendwhat be ﬁall Write.
t. He concludes that bis Humoyr is for Sa-
yr. 3. WVill burt noxe anprovok’d. 4. Na
ood Men: bave reafon to be angry at Sa-
yrij;‘:.

- I

ME faocy Iam hutu whea T jeer,
Beyond the Rules of Satyr too fevere;
SomE that my Verfe is dull and flat, and
Y
A Man may write a Thoufand fuch a day.
What fhall [ do, Trebatins? Why, give d'er,
Tribling humour check, and write no mere, hi
T
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The CounfePs good, and oh that 1 could chufe!
Bat I can’t fleep for my unruly Mufe.
Why then (for that will lay a rambling Head )
Go always tir'd, or elfe go drunk 30 Bed,
Or if you meeds mufi write, go raife shy Fams
By Cxfar’s Wars, for that’s a noble Theme,
And that will get thee Wealth and an Efieem.
1 have the Will, but when I ftrive to fly,
My Wing's too weak, nor can I rife fo high.
For ’tis not ev’ry one can paint 2 War,
How Iron Armies dreadful gay appear ;
‘The Galli falling by a braver force, -
Or wounded Parthians tumbling from their Horfe,
Xet thos, for fuch the wife Lucilius fhow'd
Great Scipio, may't defcribe him juf} and good.
Well, when Occafion ferves, my Mufe defigns
To try that way; but my unpolifd Liaes,
Unlefs by chance a happy Time appears,
Will never pafs the judging Gefar’s Ears,
Whom if you try to firoke, he’s free from Pride,
And kicks you off, fecure on ev’ry fide:)
And this is better than, with railing Rbimes,
To lafh the Fasles and Follies of the Times,
Since all think they are bit, and all refens,
And hate thes, tho’ perbaps they are not means.
1L

What fhall I do?
As moft Men have their Humours, 1 have mine,
Milonius dances when he’s full of Wine:
Pollux on Foot, on Horfe-back Caflor fights;
As many Men, fo many their Delights :
1 love te rhime, to Satyr lies my wit,
And chufe the way thar wife Lacilius wrrie:
He did to's Book, as to a trufty Friend,
His fecret Virtues, and his Faults commend;



ATYR L Lis I a9

good or faulty Deed was done,
3em with that, and them alone,
is Books do all his Life exphin,
» him live it o’er again. -
imitate; but what I am 45
tell, nor know from whence I came}
+ I my Birth ¢ 4ppulia owe,
ia, taith ’tis hard to know,
nufians live between thefe two;
as Tales of Ancient Fame relate, 40
abelli bow'd te ftronger Fate, . %
to fecure the Roman State;
fppulian or Lucanian Arms,
them unprovided for Alarms.
IIL
his Pen of mine fhall never wound -8
’d, yet &till I'll keep my ground,
11 Affaults, make this my Guard,
n my defence, and be prepar’d,
Sword, yet fheath’d, but never draw
lted, to keep-Rogues in Awe. 6o
ateous Heav’n, oh grant-me welcome Peace,
1is Sword of mine might ruft in Eafe!
ure_peaceful me with eavious Tongue,
oes, he thall repent the Wrong :
'g's fair, his Vices fhall be fhown, 6y
tpos’d to all the censring Town.
‘ervins threatens Suits of Law,
iwrms to keep her Foes in Awe,
* Turius fhews he bears a grudge,
t plead a Caufe when he is Judge. 70
- with that with which he can prevail,
ful Nature thus inftruéts us all, ,
's with Teeth, with Horns the Bulls begin:
% butfiom ¢ ke Guide wikint
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Let Sceva have ( for this he counts a wrong)

A Mother, that he thinks will live too longs

His pious Hand fhall never wouad her Heart :
No wonder this, ’tis not his proper Art.

A Wolf neer kicks, with Teeth a Bull n%er kills,
But fhé fhall take a Dofe of poifon’d Pills.

In fhort then, whether I live long or no,

Or Rich, or Poor, howe'er my Fortunes go,
Live herc at Reme, or banifh’d take my flight,
Whatever is my ftate of Life, I'll write.

Well, Sir, 1 fee your Life then can’s be long,

Some great ones, faith, will j!op ymr railing Tongue.

How, Sir, Lucilius that dnd firlt ingage
Yn writing Satyrs, and that lafh'd the Age,
And firip'd our Foplings of their Lyons Skid}
In which they look’d fo gay, all foul within;
Did Lelius, or did Seipio hate his Mufe ?
Or ftorm, when he Mezellus did abufe?
The Great-ones, and the Crowd did difcommend,
And valaed Virtue only, and her Friend?
No, no, they.treated him, and thought lim good,
And when remov’d from Bufinefs and the Crowd,
Wou'd keep him Company, wou’d laugh and jeft,
And fport until their litle Meat was dreft.
Whate’er I am, altho’ I muft fubmit
To wife Lucilins, in Eltate and Wit,
Yet 1 with Great-ones live, this sl cohfefs,
And Eavy, tho’ udwilling, graits no lefs.
And tho’ the thinks me éft, will find me tough,
And break her Teeth, for I have ftrength eriough ;
I hope, Trédatius, this you grant is true.
Yes, Sir, but *tis ny pions Care for Jos,

Livtie thiss thiakes e give'yos this Advice,
mo heed of Sckildhl; ¥lorace; dnd be Wife.

7.
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“gwell, Sir, if any wrongfully derides, ‘
*Then let him fuffer as the Law provides; e
“Mf juftly, mighty Cefar is his Friend,
-IHe loves fuch Poems, and will fuch defend;
<And thus if you, a Man of {potlefs Fame,
—Shall lath another, that deferves the fhame 5
And he grows mad, indi&s or fues thee for't, 1ig
The foolith A&ion fhall be turn’d to fport ;
He laugh'd and jeer'd at, you dilcharg'd the Court,

SATYR IL

t. The Profit of & [pare Diet. 2. The Difference
between that and a [fordid Table. 3. The ad-
vantages of it, in refpec of Mind and Body.

4. Againft Luxury. 3. "Ilnﬁ, the beft [ecarity
againft Fortane.,

I.

HOW great a Virtue tis, how great a Good,
To live coatent, and with a little Food,
(Thefe are not mine, but wife Ofellus Rules,
An honeft Man, but yet nlearn’d in Schools)
Learn not wheo full, or when a fumptitous Feaft, ¥
With fhow and fight difturbs the eager Gueft:
Or elfe opprels and leave the eafie Mind,
Averfe to good, and to ill Rules inclin’d, g
But feck with me, before that thou haft din'd. :
And why this Castion 2 Sir, Tll frecly tell, ‘ 10
Keib'd Judges ncer examiine Caufes well:
Go take fome Excrctfq purlue the Chace;;
g: Hunt, ride the great Hoffe, or run 4 Race,

udle the Romin Arms, thofe héivier far
Than Grecian Toys , or clfe go throw the Bar; 1s
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Or play at Ball, be eager at the fport,

And make thy Game feem pleafant, and bat thort.

Now when this Exercifc hath made thee fweat, !

And rais’d thy Stomach, and thou fain wou’dft est, 2

Then fcorn to tafte unlefs tis dainty Meat: 20

When thirfty, then at common Drink repine, j

Nor tafte a drop but of the noblet Wine.

Befides, the Butler’s gone abroad to phy,

No coftly Fifhes can be caught to day;

The Winds defend them, and the Scas are rough, 3

Then Bread and Salt will pleafe thee well enough,

How fo? And pr'ythee bow can this be done ?

Why, Sir, the pleafure that's in eating "known,

Is not i’th’ Meat, bat in thy felf alone.

Make Exercifc thy Sawce, let that excite,’ 30

For fleamy and a fqueafy Appetite é

Nor Trout, sor Tench, nor Oyfters can delight.

Yet I fhall fcarce perfwrade our carious Men,

Let me advife, and talk, and talk agen, } ‘

Not to eat Peacock, rather than a Hen. 35)

For they are prejudic’'d, becaufe the Price

Is great, and his gay Feathers pleafe the Eyes: '

As if thofe made it better ; do thou feaft

On thofe prais'd Plumes? And do thofe fill thy Guett,

Or doth it look as gawdy when ’tis dret? 4

Then fince Hens fleth is quite as good, ’tis plain '

The Pcacock is preferr'd for’s gawdy Train.

But grant fome difference here, yet how doft know

If this fame Pike be River Fifh or no?

Caught here in Tyber, or in open Seas ? |

For thou doft make a differeace too in thefe, .

Mad Fool, thou praifet Mullets vaftly great, !

Which thou muft mafh, e’er thou can’ft drefs or eat :

The Greatnefs pleafes then, yet all diflike

Some bigger Fifh, and fcorn the larger Pike, 5o
7 Pray



SATYR IL Lys. IL.  22p

Wray what’s the Caufe of this? Oh! let me fee,

Peshaps becaufe, as Nature’s Laws decree,

Oae ufually-is fmall, the other great;

Men feldom hungry fcom the common Meat.

But, fays the Glutton, I love larger Fith, _ 53
1t looks fo noble in a Lordly Dith,

But you, moift Winds, now hear, be kind and good,
Corrupt their Meat,  and taint their coftly Food:

Tho’ ’tis but newly taken taint their -Rore, :
And let their Rbombus fink ere brought to Shore: 6o
When Plenty too profufe in vain invites,

And firives to raife the fqueamy Appetites;

When the full Glutton ftrives in vain to eat,

And takes fharp Herbs before his dainty Meat,

We do not always feed on Sole and Bore, 6y
But ufe cheap Eggs, and Olives midft oor ftore, §
So greateft Fealts have fomething that is poor.

Firft Gallio’s Kitchin infamous did grow :

For dreffing Sturgeon, ’twas not long ago,

What had the Sea then fewer Soles than now ? 40
No, but the Soles did then fecurely reft,

Then nothing did but Winds and Waves moleft, g
And the poor Stork liv'd fafely in his Neft :

Until a Pretor taught us how to ufe

Thefe things, and made us foolithly profufe : S 1
And fo if one would bring new forts of Food,

And fautly fay, a roafted Moor-hen's good :

Qur Fops:would imitate, and praife his Skill,

Our Fops that are {o eafie bent to 14,

Ofellus thinks dittin&; in vain they fhun
One Vice, that to the other madly run.
Old Aviden, furnam'd The Dog, eats Sloes,
Aad Olives five Years old, as bad as thofe.
. L- - Thefs

' II. .
A fordid Table, and a thrifty one, 8o g
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Thefe are his Moat ; 20d all the Wine he drinks
1s prick’d and foul, his Oyl corrupt, and finks:
And that (when very fioe, when ncatly dreft,
And at a Bisth-day, or a Marriage Feadt,
‘When he would be profufe, and Prodigal)
He pours himfelt upon his litle Cale.
E7ell tloon, whas wenld you bave a Wife Man do? ~
What Table kesp? you bave propos’d me two;
And which, Sir, wuft I imitate of thefet
The Cheise is hard, and it is bard 10 plesfe.
Sir, he lives well that keeps the middie State,
Aud neither leans t00 mueh to this, nor thats
Such when he bids his Slaves de this and this,
And tasks them too, a1 ev¥y Mafter his,
Will not be cruel as old dlbasiss is:
Nor yet, like Nevius, when he makes a Feaft,
With coftly Oyatmene will he wafh his Gue&,
For that too is a Fault, a Vice at leafk,

.

Now lears what good attends a fpariog Meal,
What Pleafure, and what Profit : Firft, thou’rt wll
Thy Heakh improv'd, thy Body free from pain;
But now that Meat confus’'d doth hurt a Mas,
Thou haft experience, and fufficient proof;

One fingle Difh did feed thee well encugh,

Thy Stomach taok it, bue when boyl'd with flew’d
Flefh mix'd with Fifh, the indigefed load

Is turn’d to Gall or Flegm, and fpoils the Blood:
Obferve how fickly snd how pale the Guefis,
How difcompos’d they rife from fumptuous Feafts?
Bafides, the Body, by the wild Excefs

Baofeebled, doth the sobler Mind opprefs,

It clogs it, and it makes is motions duil,

And fixes here the breath of Heav’n, the Seul :

The others go 10 Bed, juft clofe their Eyes,

Sach litle Slumber Nature’s wants fupplies,

Then vig'rous to their proper bufinefs rife,

i ——
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t thofe can Inve their fparing Meals increas’d
i Holidays, or when they treat & Gueft,

would indulge, and when they plesfo to Feat
fides, old Age will come, and that muft crave ,
fofter treatment far than Youth fhou’d bave: - 12
t thou, when Sickaefs comes, of fecble

vain doft hope, fond Yowth, to calm their Rage,

fofter Ufage, fince thou doft enjoy
ic fofteft, while @ young and vig’rous Boy.
ie Ancients did commend their ftinking Bores, 130
t not but that their Smell was good 2s Ours,
t "caufe they thought it better far to flay,
hat was the thrifticr, and the nobler way)
d keep it ’till their tardy Gueft was come,
an eat it fweet, and by themfelves at home: 135
efe, thefe were Heroes, thefe were gen'rous Men,
d oh that Natare had produc’d me then!

Iv.

Doft thou regard thy Fame, which charms our Ears,
th fofter Mofick thao the {weeteft Airs?
ke heed, luzorious Living roios thar, 14
1 waftes thy Nameas much as thy Eftate:
nakes thy Neigbours angry, Frieads difruft,
4 thee thy fIf uato thy felf unjuft,
ien thou fhale with for Death, of all bereft, :
1 oot enough to buy a Halter's left., s
srue, to fome this is & jaff Reproof, .
1 may be faid 10 Tarfus well enough ;
not to me; Iam fecure from Fate,
my Revense’s large, my Wealth is greas,
ugh 1o kaep three Rings, a vaft Effate. 14
m is thete no way clfe ta fpend thy Store?
y» fince thoo’rt Kich, is any good Maa poor?
y are not ruin'd Shrines rebuilt? And why
b not tity Wealth thy Neighbours wants fupply? -
- Lba :
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Or hath thy Country this fuperfluous Cain ?-

'What meafure hath it from this Heap of thine?

Kind Forrune @ill, forfooth, fhall fmile on thee,

O future Spart. unto thine Enemy!

And which is better able to endure

Uacertain Chance.? And which lives moft fecure?

He that doth never Fortunc’s Smiles diftruft,

But pampers up himfeif, and feeds his Luft ?

Or he that lives on little now, and fpares;

And wifely, when ’tis Peace, provides for Wars?

But by one Inftance to confirm this Truth,

I knew Ofellus when 1 was a Youth;

Then he was rich, yet, *midtt his greateft Store,

He liv'd as now, fince Rapine made him poor :

Now you may fee him, with his Wife and Son,

Till that Eftate for Hire which was his own:

He ploughs, he fweats, and ftoutly digs for Bread

Contented ftill, and as he wrought, he faid,

Oan working Days I never us'd to eat

But Cale and Bacon, that was all my Meat:

But when an old and honeft Frierd of mine,

Or elfe my welcome Neighbours came to dine;

When it was.rainy, or my Work was done,

We feafted not on coftly Fifh from Town;

But took what I could eafily provide

From my own Field, a Pullet, or a Kid:

And then for fecond Courfe fome Grapes were pre

Or Nuts, and Figs, and that was all my Feaft :

And after this we drank a Health or two,

As far as harmlefs fober Mirth would go ;

And then thank’d Ceres for our prefent Cheer,

And beg’d a plenteous Crop the following Year:

And now let Fortune frown, | fcorn ber Force,

How can fhe make our way of living worfe?

Have we not had enough fince we grew poor,

Have we liv'd worfe, my Sous, than heretofore,
.Before a Stranger came wnd feiz/d wy Srare ?
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For Nature doth not me or him create,
The proper Lord of fuch and fuch Eftate:
He forc'd us out, and doth poflefs my Plaim;
Another Cheat fhall force him out again, 194
Or Quirks in Law; or when thefc: Fears arc paft,
His long-liv’d Heir fhall force him out at laft:
That which was once Ofedlus Farm is gone,
Now call'd Umérena’s, but 'tis no Maa’s own:
None hath the Property, it comes and goes, 200
As merry Chance, or ftubborn Fates difpofe,
As God thinks fi, and his firm Nods decrec;
¥ow to be us’d by Others, now-by me:
Then live refolv’d, my Sons, retule to yield, .
And when Fates prefi make Conftancy your Shield, sog:

SATYR Il

x. The Stoicks chide bim for bis Lazimefs. 2. Ac-
cording t0 the Stoicks Opinion all are mad. 3. The
Covetons are mad. -4. The Ambitions. §. Fhe
Spemd-shrifts. 6. Lovers, ‘3:. The Superfiizions.
8. Concerning bis own. Humonr. ‘

OU write fo feldom', fcarce four Sheets a Yean.
A lazy Writer, but 2 Judge fevere !
Still mending, and revifing ev'ry Line,
&eill vext that after all thy Sleep and Wine, .
Yet nothing comes that doth appear to be ¥
Worth. publick View: What will -become of thee ?
You here at Winter’s ficft Approach did come,
And lefc the Mirth, and drunken Feafts of Reme:
Then fober now write fomething as you vow'd,
Write fomething that may make thy Promife good. 10
Begin; nought comes; thou doft in vain accufe
Thy Paper, Peu, and Ink, and angry Mufe;
L3 . Aok
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And yet you feem'd ¢o promifc fomething great,

1f ¢er you came to your warm Country Seat,:

Why comes Mawnander, Plato, Sopbocles? 14

Aed why fuch learmed Company s thefe?: §

If thou defign’t to fpend thy tme in Eafe?Y

‘What, wilt theu ewrite no more, te live exempt

~ From Eovy? Blockhead, thou flul mect Contemept:

The Siren Sloth thow muft refelvee to fhun, a0

Oc lofe that Fame thy berter. Life bas won.

Thanks, Damafippus, #how art grave, and wife,

And let the Gods beflow (‘vis a- fmall Price)

A Barber on thee for thy goad Advice:

But bow cams you - lwow- my Mind fo wellt 2f

Why once 1 teaded: 'till my Stock was gome,

Aond now I mind, as here I live in Town,

Others Concerns, fince § have loft my own.

For heretofore I drove a mighty Trade

la ancient Pieccs, knew whet Piece was sade-

By Yuch an. Artift, and ceu'd tell whar pare. -

Was rudely deswn, and what agroad wich Aet,

Thea fpld them dear.-1 bed the omly Skill .

To. purchafe Lands, asd wih Advemtage @ill. :

And hence among the Crowd my Name was known, 35

The Mexcury, the Trader of the Town.

All this I knew, and wonder now 10 view

Doe Change: Why, Sir, a Fancy firangely new

Hath cur'd the old: Thus from another Pat,

As Head or Side, Pain falls into the Heare. »

) : 1L -
Thus this Lethargick femetimes leaves his Bed,.

In frantick Fit, snd bresks the Dofor's Head.

wall, Sir, fuppofe you ben's as mad as be,

And beat we to0, be what you pleafs t0 bs.

Good Sir, do not deceive your fif, for you, 45

And all, if what Srervinins fays be true,
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Are mad: He taught me this when firR he cheer'd
My drooping Mind, and bad we wear this Beard,
Fer when by Trading I was-quite undone, .
This Bridge I mounted and refolv'd to drown: g0
But he (chus Chance would haveit for my Good) ftood neary
And in a lucky time cry’d, Youth, forbear;
>Tis foolith Modefty. that makes Thee dread,
Amongft Mad-men to be accounted Mad:
For firft inquire what Madnefs is, and fee 145
If ev'ry Man be not as mad as thee,
Altho’ they look fo grave, and feem fo wife,
Then go and hang thy feif, that’s my Advice,

He who’s to Folly, or to Vice inclin’d,
Or whom-dark Igaorsnce of Truth dotb blind,
The Stoicks call him mad; thus eviry one,
Whether he holds the Plough, or fills the Throne,
Is counted mad, but their #ife-man alone.
Some call thee mad, but thafe that call thee fo, ,
Obferve, I'll prove them quite as mad as you: - €%
As Men that lofe their Ways in Woods, divides -
Some go on this, and fome on t'other fide; :
The Error is the fame, all mifs the Road,
Altho’ in different Quarters of the Wood., .
Thus, as they call thee, thiak that thou art mady 70
But thofe that call thee fo are quite ss bad. t
For fick, one fore of Madnefs is, to fear o
When nothing frights, sod when »0 Denger’s nesry
As if when on an even Ficld he goes, .
He fhou'd complin that Flames and Rocks oppofe, 74
Others, altho’ through different ways they rue, :
Are quite as Mad, for they rufh boldly on,
Thro’ Flames, and boifterous Scas, to be undone,
And tho’ his Miftrefs, Sifter, Father, Wife
Should cry, b Dear, bscastionsof thy Lifs . - &
Look, there's & Ditch, taks beed: He hears no mere .
Than drunken Fariss did, when heretofore .

' L ¢ He

@
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He acted Hecuba, a lazy Drone,

He fell afleep, and flept fecurely on,

Nor cou’d be-wak’d, tho’ Carien’s Vaice did rage, i
‘And Mosher, hear, 1 call thee, crack’d the Scage:

Now graat this Madnefs, I defign to fhows,

If this Man’s mad, theg all the World is fo.

Firft Damafippus’s mad, becaufe he buys

Old Statues, true, for what’s more phin than this¥ 90%
Is he that trufts him fober # Grant he is :

Suppofe here take this Sum of Gold, 1 faid,

1 never do expeét to be repaid,

Are you mad.if you take it ' No, but more

If you negle¢t this eafie offer’d Store. : 0.
For twenty Bonds on cheating Nerews draw, Lo
*Tis not enough, add all the chains of Law

"Cicuta can iavent to hold him fatt,.

This Protess will avoid thefe Bands at lafts i
This Protess Debtor, for when €'er you bring. 100 -
Your Aion, he’s a Stone, or any thing,

A Bore, 8 erd, a Tree, he will efcape,

And fill deride thee in a borrow'd fhape.

Now if he’s mad that waftes, and fober he

That gets, Petillus is more mad than thee, 105
‘Who trufts thee fo, and lets his Stock decay,

By lending more than you defign to pay. -

Sit ftill and hear, thofe whom proud Tbougbts do fwelli
Thofe that look pale by loving Coin too well ;

Whom Luxury corupts, or fancy’d Fears . 110
Oppre(s, and empty fuperftitious Cares ; :
©Qr any other Vice difturbs, draw near,

T’ll prove that all are mad, fit ftill, and hear,

IIL

Firft give the Covetous the largeft Dofe. g
OF Hellebore, or rather let’s fuppofe - .

Xhat whole Asticyra is defign'd for thofe.
L"‘ S aberius
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Saberius Heirs did write upon his Grave, ,
How much he left, what Legacies he gave,

Or they muft give, as he by Will allow’d, : :
Two hundred Fencers to- delight the Crowd, 120
And coftly Treats as great as drrus wou'd,

And Corn as much as 4fric yickls a Year 2

Now whether this-be well, or ill, forbear i
To cenfure me, and.be not teo fovers : :

For Saberss, 1 think, was wife enough 12§
To-know that he deferv'd and fear'd Reproof:

What did he mean when be his Heir injoin’d,

To write on’s Tomb how much be left -bobind? .
- Why whilt he liv’d he thought the-being Pooe

Was heinous, and avoided nothing more 3 . 138
And fhould be guilty of a damn'd Excefs,

If he had left bshind one Farthing lefs.

For Honour, Virtue,. Fame, and all divine . _

And buman Things, mut follow charming Coin;

And he that gets but that, isany thing, 13%
Whatc’er be pleafe, Jult, Valiant, Wife, a King..

And this he thought, like virtuous A&s, wou'd raife .

His Fame, and get him an Immortal Praife.

This was his Thought of Wealth ;. bom far from this

Did Arifkippus think and do with bis 1 149
Who bad his Slaves, as be d'er Libya paft,

Leave all bis Wealth, becanfe it flopt bis bafle.

Which was.moff mad @ Sir, that Example’s vain,

That folves old Doabxs by raifing more agaia.

He that buys Harps, and throws his Wealth away  144-
On Pipes, yet never does defiga to phy:

He that buys Awls, and Lafts, yet doth not know,
. Aud ne'er defigns to try to make a Shoe;
Or. Ships, and Oars, yet is averfe to Trade,
All, and there’s Reafon for’t, .-wou'd count him Mad. 130

Ly ' And:l
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And what's he better, that ftifl frives for nore,
Still heaps up Weakth, yet cannot ufe the Store,
But fears to touch; as if ‘cwere Sacred Ore,
He that all Night ties firetch’'d on heaps of Whest,
And watches what he does not dare to Eat
With Bill in Hand; yet after all this Pwin,
‘Tho’ ’tis his own, he cyunot touch a Grain.
But flill on Haws, and bitter Herbs doth Dine;
And tho’ his Cellar’s ftor'd with racy Wine,
Drinks Vioegar; and tho' extreamly old, N
Yet lyes on Straw, or Flocks, and lyes a-cold 3.
‘Whilt his embroider’d Silks, and coftly Cloaths,
Lye rotting in his Chefts, and feed the Moths.
Yet few do think thefe Mad; for moft, like thefe,
Are fick and troubled with the fame Difeafc:
What, doft thou keep it for thy fquandring Boy,
Or for thy Slave, old Chuff, and ne’er enjoy?
He'} drink it out, and prove 2 mad Gallant;

doft thou keep’t keft thou-thy felf fhould’ft want?
Oh Fool! bow little would thy Money wafte, 1]
If thou on better Cale and- Oil didft feaft?
Wore better Cloaths, and wert more neatly drefi?
1 thou canft live upon this little Store,
Why doft thou fwear, and lie, and cheat fer more?
And are you Sober? If you walk’d the Street,
Throw Stones, and fight, and juite all you meet,
Or ftab your Slaves,. you wou'd ‘be quickly known,.
Call'd mad by ev'ry Boy and Girl ith’ Totwn,
Now thou doft hang thy Wife, and give a Pill
To thy own Mother ; art'thow Sober Rill?
For why ? Thou doft not-do this impious Deed,
At Argos Town, nor doft thoir hmeke her bleed -
With a fharp Sword, a5 mad Oreffes did, -
Andl dot thou think Oreftés, hererofore, - -
After he ftain’d his Sword in’s Mother’s Gore, xt
Gfew- mad alone, and was nbt mad beforc?

E e
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Yet after that, when you fuppofe him Mad,
What did he do? And were his AQions bed?
What did he do, that you dare difcommend?
He aeither ftabb'd his Sifter, nor his Friend, 19
But only as his Frenzy forc'd, did call
One Rogue, the other Witch, and that was all,
Opimius, that old Chuff, and richly poor,

Who wanted ¢’en the Weakh be bad in florey ~ -
That on Feaft-days did mesneft Wine provide - 19§
Jo Earthen Jugs, and Lees on all befides
Lay in a Lethargy, all Hope was gone,
And now his joyful Heir ran up and down, §
And feiz'd the Keys and Chefts as all his own.
This the kind Doctor faw, and this defign 200
He us'd for Cure, he brought a Table in, :
And order’d fome to tumble o’er bis Coin : Ty
This rous’d him, then he cries, Sir you're undone,
Wike Sir,.and Watch, or elfe your Mony's got.e:
Your Heirs will feize it: What, While I'm alive? a0g.
Then wake and fhow it, Sir, come, come, revive,
What muft I do? Eac, Sir: What, are you loath?
Pray, take this little Difh of Barley Broth.
What doth it cof ? Not much, apon my Word.
Howmuch, pray ? Why, Two Groats: Two Grosts ! ObLerd¥!
*Fls the fame thing to me to be undone L
By Thieves, or Phyficks Dockor, I'll have none.
Who's Sober ? He that's not foolifh, that’s my Rule.
What is the Covetons ? Bath-Mad and Fool, - _
Suppofe I am not Covetons, am I 2§
Streight Sober? No; Why Sirt T'll tell thee why:
Suppofe the DoCtor fays, this Patient’s Thighs
Ase free from Pain, what may he therefore rife?~

- No, tho’ his Thighs are free, yet violent Pains
May vex his Side, his Kidneys, or his Brains. =~ 236
Seo this Man ncither cavets, nor forfwears; .
Be.is not perjur’d, let him thank his Stars)
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But he is Lavifh, he is Bold and Proud,
Then to Anticyra let him crofs the Flood:.
For tis as great a Fault to be profufe, aa§
Ags.’tis to get, and keep, and never ufe.
Opidius did, as Story goes, divide
His Farms between his Sons before he dy'd;
And faid, and as he faid he gravely.fmil'd,
My Anlus, 1 obferv’d thee from a Child ; 230
‘And when I faw thee carelefs of thy Toys,
And free to give thy Nuts to other Boys.,
And you, Tiberins, tell them o'er and o'er,
And hoard them up, and ftill encreafe thy Store:

1. fear’d both mad, wou’d different Vices chufe, . a3f
And onc be Covetous, and one Profufe.
Therefore I charge you bath, by all that’s.dear, .

As you my Blefling love, and Curfes fear,

That neither you encreafe your {mall Eftate,

Nor you confume, but live content on that;. 240.
For that will all your proper Wants fupply,

And Nature thinks enough as well as 1,

And left you be Ambitious, hear my Oath,

Obferve, I leave this Curfe upon you both:

He that of you fhall be &Edilis firft, 245
Or clfe a Pretor, let him be accurft;

What would'ft thou wafte thy Wealth? - fpend ev'ry Groaty
To bribe the heedlefs Crowd, and -get their Vote ?

That when thy Father’s Lands, his ancient Rent,

And all the Mony he hath left, is fpest, age.
Paor naked Mad-man, thou may’tt only gam

A Brazen Statue, or a gawdy Train :

Or be as fap'd (thus once the foolith Afs.

Would be a.Liyon) as great Agnypa was?

Great Agamemnon ,. why dtd you forbid ., gy
A Tomb for Ajax 2. Wbyt Becanfe 1did;
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I am a King, what I command._is vight,)
and juft.  Well, I a private Man fubmit =
Tet if I feem wnjufly and soo fevere,
. Lat any [peak, and I will fairly hear. e
Great King, may’ft thou a bappy Reign enjoy,
And have a fafe Return from conquer’d Tioy !
And may I frecly ask, and anfwer thee?
Thes [halt, [peak whas thou wilt, thou mayf be free.
‘Fhen why doth 4jax, he the Stout, the Brave,.  26¢-
And who fo oft the Grecian Ships did fave, %
Achilles Sccond, rot without a Grave ¥ . )
That joyful Trey and Priam laugh to fee,
That He, by whom their Youth, that mighty He
Is now deny’d himfelf a Grave by thee? 270"
Why t He flew Flocks of Sheep o'er all the Field,
And when in’s frantick Fits, he thought bs kilbd
My Brother, Me; Ulyfles ; and be [mild
And you, when you your lovely Daughter led
To Sacrifice, and o’er her weeping Head 27¢
Yeou pour'd the Salt and Meal, was fober ftill? -
Wy not @ Whea frantick 4jax ftrove to kill }
The innocent Flocks, how was the AQion ill #«
He curs'd .the both- Atrides much-’tis true,
But never ¢’en upon Ulyffes drew,. . ,3,,§
Nor Wife, nor Innocent Son, nor Brother flew = .
But I to get 4 Wind appeas’d the God, .
T have my Navy fail I offer'd Blood,
Thy own Blood, Frantick, ’twas that-did atone :
My own, bt yes not. Frantick, tko’ my own : 28y
He:that fhall take apparent Good with Bad,
Confus'dly mix'd, muft be accounted Mad.
And tis all one,. whate’er thefe Crimes begin,
- Whether ’tis Rage ot Fally makes him fin,
Whillt 4jax kills the harmlefs Flocks you blame,
He's mad ; whilft thou defign’dly fin’t for Fame,..
: . And
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And empty Titles, art thou not e Fool ?.

Art fober, whil Ambition fwells thy Soul P

If one fhould bear a Lamb about the Town,

Allew her a Sedan, and gawdy Gewn, 299
Call her his Daughter, Slaves and Gold provide,

And a ftout Hasband for the youthful Bride,

The Law would feize that Wealth he wildly.fpeads,

And give it to the Care of fober Friends.

Aod be thar kil's his Davghter for s Lamb, g00
Caaft thou pretend him Sober? Oh, for thame.

Then where there’s Folly, greateft Madnefs rules,

And Wicked Men muft needs be Frantick Fools 3

He muft be Mad that courts an empty Name,

A very Bedlam he, that’s Slave to Fame, oy

V.
Now next the foolith Spend-shrift's Cafe propole,

That he is Mad c’en common Reafon fhows ;
The Squire when come of Age, be tskes his Land,
Amaz'd with Weaith, he fends his firi& Command,.
Bet known te All that 1 have an Bfiate, 310
And therefore lot the Pimps and Tradefmen wnit- g
To~-morrow Morning early at my Gate :
What then ? A thoufarnd come at his Defire,
And thus the crafty Pimp befpeaks the Squive ;
Wh're proud te forve you, Siv, and all thut's Owrs, 31
Thrice noble Squire, fend when you pleafe sis Yowrs,
And thus the cafic Squire replies again,
Good honeft Mim, you take a PPorld of Pain :
Yow watch in Snow s catch m Bore for Me,
And you fifh for Me in the boifterons Sea: - [T
Whilft I'm a Drone wnworthy this Efiate,
Therefore do yow take this, and yow take that .
And you thefe Farms, I freely give yom thefe,
Thwe I may sfe thy Wife, whender I pleafe,
A coftly Gem from his Metelia’s Ear, =~ . g
Zfp's loofe Son diffolv’d in Vinegar,

C Add:
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ak it down, and then profufely lrugh'd,

k be drank a Province ot 2 Draughe.

ot as Mad a9 to bavé thrown the Getit

:ommon Shore, or muddy Stresm?

ns of Arrus, thofe of high Resown,

amous Bully-Brothers of the Town, .

&t agreaing Pair in evyy Vice,

on Nightingales of coftly Price,

ere thofe Mad or Sober, -Fools or Wife?
VL -

1y grown = Man delights to raife o

es,g;‘nd, like a Cln'ldn.g‘:tt Pufh-pin playss

Rats and Mice unto a little Plough,

ies upon an Hobby-Horfe, or fo,

ris Mad : Now I can prove with eafk,

ovs 55 » more childith Thing then thefe:

s all one whether you Sport and Toy,

anton Tricks, as when s little ‘Boy,

rt and kbour for a fildng: Mifs,

Pale’and Whine : For let me sk thte this,

hou, like Polemon rechhim’d, remove

ppith Drefs, thofe Symptoms of - thy Lbve ;

when Drunk, with Garlands roond his Flead,

d once to hear tive fober Sroick read,

'd he took his Girlands off, began

r Courfe, and grew a fober. Man ¥

n Apple to a peevith Boy,

I refufe it ; here miy pretty Joy,

pr'ythec take it 7 No, Sir, I'll hatve'nome.:

f unoffer'd, ‘he will beg for One,

im’s the Lover, who hath ask’d in vain,

ng if c'er he fhould return agiin :

defird, when be'would gladly wiit,

d, and linger at the hated Gate :

be invites, and Swears fhe will be kind :

fball I go, or rather cure my Mind t

43
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She fluts me ous, then asks me to veturn.
What, (hall I got No, though fbe begs, I'll feorn,
But lo, his wifer Slave did thus reprove;

Sir, Reafon muft be never us'd in Love : : 36
Irs Laws sunequal, and its Rules unfis,

For Love's a Thing by. Nature oppofite }
To common Reafon, common Senfe and Wit.

Al that's in Love's uafleady, empty, vain,

Thers’s War and Peace, and Peace avd. War again. 1L

Now he that firives to fessle fuch as thefe,

Meer Things of Chance, and faishlefs as the Seas,.

He were as good defign te be & Fool

By Art and Wifdom, and be Mad by Rule.

And "caufe thy Nut (a Sign that thou fhalt prove 375

A happy Maa, and Conqueror in thy Love)

Prefs’d thro’ thy Fingers, firikes-the Roof above, .

You leap for Joy, unable to contain ;.,

Is that the Acion of a fober Man ?

Aad when, tho’ old, and fo the wifer grown, 38e.

You ‘prattle with her in a Childith Tone ; .

Art thou not Mad as he, that loves his Toys,

And plays at Pufh-pin with the little Boys? .

To this add all the Rage of wild. Defire,

The Murders that attend this Frantick Fire ;. 38

- QObferve, poor Nerus lately ftruck his Mifs,

Then kill'd himfelf,, what doft thou-think of this ?

Was this Man Frantick ? Or will you allow.

That he was fober, in his Wits, like you ?

Yet frcely grant him guilty of a Sin, 39

Ta the fame thing adopsing Words a-kin. :
VIL

A Libertine, and old, ran ev'ry Day
To all the Temples ia the Town to Pray :
Fafting he went, and he was neatly Drc&’d.
Hl&Hands werc clean, and he.had one Requeft ; 399
Graxt,

N
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Srane, ye kind Gods, grant I may always live,
Ie is an eafie thing for you to give.
Now he that fold him might have fafely fworn, -

He's found both Wind and Limb as €’er was born -

But cheated, if he fwore him Sound in Soul,
And this Man too the Stoicks count a Fool, -
The Mother, whofe dear Son had lain opprefs'd
With violent Quartan half a Year at leaft,
Gets up betimes, and prays, Thou mighty Fove,
‘Thar doft Difeafes being, and doft remove,
If thou wilt ftop the Fits, reftore- my Joy,
And fpare the Body of my lovely Boy,
Ac thy next Solemn Faft, kind mighty God,
1 vow, and I will make my Promife good,
I’ll fet him naked in cold Teéer’s Flood.
And now let Chance or Phyfick’s firength releafo,
Or Docor’s Care fupprefs the ftrong Difeafe, -
The Frantic Mother will perform her Vow,
And her weak Son into cold Tiber throw ;.
And this brings a Relapfe and kills the Lad
‘And bath not Superftition made her mad ? ..
All this Stertinins taught me as a Friend
That Eighth Wife-man ; and I'my felf defend:
By his learn’d Rules ; none vexes me in vain,
Who calls me Mad, I call him Mad again:
Aod he (hall learn, what he doth feldom mind,
To fee what aFool's Coat he wears behind.
' VIIL - ..
Well Stoick, may you fell as dearer Rate-
Wur Merchandize, and.get your-loff Efinse; -

So
Whas kind of Madnefs *tis that heats my Brain,

24§

© 40§

42

s ( for there are many forts) explain 4zy§

Kor fuve methinks I am a fober Man.
Doft think Agave, when fhe grafp'd the Head
Of her own Son, thought fhe her felf was Mad ?

well
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Well then I'm Mad, ’tis true, bat fain wenld kuow,
Oblige me, Stoick, once, and freely [how

Whas kind.of Madnefs I'm addicted to.

Then leaen. tho’ you sre dwarfifh, thin, and fmall,
¥ou raife your flf to be accounted tall:

Yet laugh when Tiwdo in his Arms appears,

Look how lee firuts, and what a Pert hs bears !
Tho’ he hath far a greater Bulk than thes,

And thercfore art thou not as vain as he ?
What-c'er Macenas does, and is it true,

That he is Rivall'd by Pedantick you ?

When the old Frog was gone by chaace abroad,
An Ox came by and on ber young ones trod :
One fcap'd, and told her that & mighty Beaft

Had trod vpon her Young, and kill'd the reft :
How big ! {aid fhe : As big as I am vow ?

And fwells. os, s, as big again as

What, bigger il 2 And then fhe (wells agaim,
Yes, bigger, bigger, and you firive in wain 3

Fou'll never be as big, alths’ yom fwell )
Ontil yow burfl.  This Image fits chee well.

And thus to prove thee Frantick all confpire, -

" Now add thy Poems, that is Oil to Fire,

Thofe prove thee Mad, if nothing elfe were thown
1€ aay Poct’s Saber, thou art one,

Thy Malice T coaceal, but why doft wear

A finer Suit than thy Eftate will besr 2.

Hold, Damafippus; I forbear to fhew

Thy burniog Luft. The grester Med-wean you §
Spare me at Infi, tba loffer of the swo,

e

>
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SATYR IV. .

makes Catius 2ell bim the feveral Precepts that
‘e 20 be obferv’d im making a Feaft, by this means
owing thofe, that pride themfelves im this Art,
be very Ridicslous.

J Hence Catius pray ¢ and whither 1 Sir, 1 vow
1 with I had, but I han’t keifure now

¢/l my Rules, the beft that e’er wese known, .
xr thin what Pythagoras has thown, '
Ylate taught 5 but, Sie, I.muft be gone s ]
wf? confefs "twas yude Impertivence
werrups & bufy Man of Senfe
fuch & time, but pavdon the Offence:
Sir, what-ever 'tis you have forges,
1l mind again, and foon recail shs Thought § 1
vher *twas fix'd on Natwre, o# o ilrt -
you are decply skill'd im cither parts .-
as confidering how I fhwold retsin
at I have leara’d, i asks a fabtlo Brsin,
fan of deep Gomtrivance, Senfe and Thought, (7]
ine the Precepts, and o fmely -onllt . .
Name, a Stranger, or 4 Roman, #
ing the Precepss, bur the Mws concesl :
*hufe bitg Egge flill, for thofe src heed and foend, -
’k-Eggs, more white and fwecter than the round, - 20
The Cale that grows.on Hills, or barven Fields,
etter far than whae the Garden yicids
ift Ground ¢’en Odeomb Plaats will quickly fpoil,
y taftclels grow, and wat’rith as the Soil,
uppofe & Fricad, an unexpedted Gueft, Y]
nes late, and you have nothing ready drefi’ds
wn Hens in Wine ; 1 learn’d this Art at Court,
rill make the Fleth eat wonderfully fhort.

. The
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The Meadsw Mufhrooms are the fafer Food,
Pois'nous the ref. -t leaft not half fo goed. 30
. Lll give him Health, who when his Meals ate done } °
Eats juicy Mulberries, pluck'd before the Sun §
Doth rife too high, ‘and fcorch with heat of Noon,
© Aufidins, thus fays Story, us'd to take .
His Moraing’s Draught of Honey mix'd with Sack; 3§
This was ill done; with Liquors o:.ly mild,
E’er Breakfait, empty Veins are fafely fil'd,
Whate'er fome fancy, 1 have Caufe to think
Smooth Mead in Morning is the better Drink,
When bound too much, fweet Mallows quickly clear
Thy Guzs from.Stoppage, and: thy Mind from Fear; .
Or Cuckle Fifh, or Sorrel newly tips,
With Coan ¥ hite Wine Sance will eafe: the Gripe,
Better than the old:Midwife Glifter-pipe.
The Shell-fifh with the growing Moon’s encreafs,
‘¥et different forts are found in different Seas 3
All bave not good : The Lucrine Shells exceed -
* 'Thofe various Purples that foft Baja breed.
Oyféers low Circe, fome Mifenian Coafts, _
- @And Scollops large: foft Tavent loudly boafts : )
“ ket none pretend to have an Art in Feafts-
’Till he’s exa&, and Criieal in Taftes :
>Tis vain for him to buy the deareft Fifh,
That after knows not how to cook the Difh; :
What muft be few'd, what doil’d. will grace a Feat, . 5§
And whet the Stomach of the gissiséid.Guett ;. '
Make him forget his Belly’s full, reftore :
Loft Apperite, and tempt him on to more,
Boars fed on Acorns, caught in Uméria’s Wood, %
606

& PN

Bend down his Difhes with their weighty load,
That would avoid dull, mean, or 2affelefs Food :
For no wife Palates the Laurentans chule,
¥ile Meat aad fat with plathy Reeds and Ouze, -
Gosts
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ts bred on Vines, not always dainty Fare,

‘alates chufe the Wings of breeding Hare. 65

at Fifb of all the forts, what Birds are beft,

what Age. and how they fhould be drefs’d,

the World faw me were hardly known,

e are pure Inventions of my .own.

fpend their Time, and hope to gain Applaufe qe

inding nothing but new Cates, and Sawee ;

en of Art muft Rill their Cares divide,

riad ewe thing, and negle& all befide,

thilft they're curionss in their Wine and Ale,

heed- what Oil they pour upon their Cale. 75

of Lees, if thick your Mafick Wine,

ibroad by Night, ’twill make it fine ;

off thefe Smells that hurt the Nerves, and wafte

pirits 3 Hemp-feed fpoils the proper Tafte.

cheating Rogues, that when the Wine decays, 8o

their Swrrentine mix Falernian Lees,

lafh’d Wine quickly cleanfe with Pigeons Eggr,

falling down precipitate the Dregs.

7e you drunk briskly, and your Friend decays?

give him pickled Herrings, thofe will saife 8;;‘

vhet his Stomach for another Glafs.

ntice afrer Wine's not half fo good,

ms on Drink, and makes the Stomach crude :

he’s 00 full, then Gammon’s only fit,

re provokes him to another Bit ; 9o

fc won't do, or if be fcorns them both,

ty be whetted with 8 Difh of Brozh.

koow both forts of Brozh, *tis worth your while s

imple is compos'd of fweeteft Oil, .

dily Wine, and Caviare only asks, " 9g

is grows mellow in Byzantian Casks : :

s thred Herds, with Saffron mix'd, and boil,

then-tis cool then add Venafrian Oil. .
T Some
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Some Grapes sre beft in Pors, all ways are try'd,
In fmoak the Alban Grape is betrer dry’'d: 1)
This Grape with fome fherp Sawce, round Plstes to firew,
With Salt aad Pepper ; I'm the firft that knew, %
And told it others, as I tell ic you.
'Tis a grand Fauk to buy the desreft Fith,
And after crowd them in too ftraight & Difh : 19
The Guelts won™ like to fee one take the Cup,
Who ftole a Pidgeon, as he brought it up,
With the fame Hand, for that will ftaia the Plaees
Nor yet to fee old Duft ftick round the Glafs
How little Beafoms coft ? how quickly bought ¥ "
Yet if not gotten, *is a grievous Fault.
Dot think it decent to neglect thy Houfe,
Or fweep the marble Floor with ditty Boughs?
Doft think tis hand{ome, for the Page to fpread
A dirty Covering o'er & gawdy Bed, rf
Forgetful &ill that fince thefe Things are mein,
And fuch 25 all muoft have that wou'd be clean,
*Tis worfe to want thefe, than fuch duinty Maat
Which only Luxury or Wealth can get. _
Learn’d Catius, by the Gods T ask shis boon, e
Where-c'er you go, Sir, I nmft bave it done,
Pray bring me to this copions Spring of Trash,
That I may hear it drop from his own Mossth ;
For shough yox talk, as if yow mnderflood
His Precepts well, and knew the Rules for Food, ng
Ye: from yowr Lips, I'm fure they can't bu known
As well, &s if I beard them from bis own ;
Befides, to fee the Figure of the Man
Wow'd pleafe me much, pray fhow me if yom can,
A fweet with which lefYd you are almoft cloy'd, 130
And do not valse, ’canfe fo oft enjoy'd ;
But eager I to sknown Ponniains prefs,
To draw from thence the Rules of Happinefs.

” M

81
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4 Dialogne bevween Tirefias and Ulyfles, where
" be infiracs him bow so get an Eflase.

And tench, befide what thow bafl sasughs befors,
How 10 regain my Wealth, new 1 am poor:
Why do you fmile ? Let me uot beg in vain. g
5

Tlreﬁas now indulge one Favonr more, g

Is’t not enouglt that yoa have fcap'd the Main,

And fafely come to Ithaca again ?

Unerring Prophet, fes as you foretold,

1 am come lome again, Grey, Wrinkled, Old,

And Poor : My Wife's Gallanss bave feix’d my Gold 3

My Wealsh is theirs, and what is Virtue worth 10
Without a good Efiate to [t it forth ¢ '

Well, well, my Priend, fince Poverty you hate,

In fhort learn how to get a good Efiste.

1£. thou doft light on any thing that’s rave,

Send it thy old rich Neighbour, never fpare, 15
1f be be rich and old, without an Heir.

The firft ripe Apples of thy choicett Tree .
Offer to him, before thy Deisy : '
The rich Man muft be reverenc’d more than he.

What tho’ he be a Villain, bafely bred, 20
Fath kill'd his Brother, or his Country fied :

Yet wait upon him when he pleafs to call,

And when yoo meet bim, cringe, and give the Walk
What, won'd yom have mu cringe so ¢v'ry Slave !

At Troy 1 did nw fo my [felf behave : a5
Contending alwuys wish she Grens, the Brave.

Then thoulk be poor. w2l v, my Mind il force
D fuffer this : for I have fuffir'd worfe. *
But, pray wow, tell me, for I wifts to know, '
What way I may be tich, and quickly tov, Tb;c:
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Then as I told, I'll tell thee o’er again,

Still ftrive to pleafe the old and wealthy Men ;

Try fill to get into their Wills, fecure

Their Love, their Humours patiently endure ;

Tho’ two or three dilcerning Eyes perceive

The Hook, and fly the Bait, yet never leave :

Gthers will bite when thofe {ly Fops are gone,

Still bait thy Hook, and urge thy purpofc on.

If any Caufe, or great or {mall be try’d,

Y’ll teach thee how to chufe the better Side,

Be fure to plead-for him that’s childlefs, old,

And rich, tho’ he is impudently bold,

And fues his Better, ftill pervert the Laws,

And ftart new Quirks, oppofe the julter Caufe,

-And better Man, if he hath hopeful Boys

To be his Heirs, or teeming Wife enjoys.

Then Sir or Squire (for Title hugely takes

Grave Softheads) Me your Friend your Virtus makes, -
I know the Law, and bave a ready Tongue,

And rather, Sir, shan you [hall [uffer wrong

Lll lofe thefe Eyes ; my utmofs Care be us'd

That you be neither cheared nor abus'd;

And you may take your pleafure, fit as eafe,

Ne'er fear, Tll pawn my Life for your Suctefs.

Do you ftill mind this Caafe, and this alone, 55
Whatever Weather ’tis, or if the Sun

With Dog-days Beams cieaves ¢’en the Marble Stone ;
Or (as fat Furius hath it) all below -

Is Ice, and Fove o’erfpews the Alps with Snow.
While one ftaods by, and jogs his Neighbour, fee,
How fine a Lawyer's that, That, that is he,

How ufeful to his Friends, and bow he fweats,

And Pleads ! This brings more Gudgeons to thy Nets.

Befides, if any hath a fickly Heir

And good Eftate, then make thy Intereft there, 6
Lett courting childlels Perfons @ill, thy Arts appear.

a8
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‘Creep gently in, until your Hopes you feize,

‘Be fecond Heir, and rife by juft degrees :

And fo if your young Boys Difeafe prevails,

Thou fhalt hiave all: This Method feldom fails.
If any bids thee read his Will, deny ;

Yet {lily with the corner of thy Eye

Run quickly o'er the two or three firft Lines,

(There’s Reafon for’t) and fee if he defigns

“Thee the fole Heir, or elfe with many joyns.

or time fhall cqme, as Years in order flow,

hen one a Scribe fhall bob the gaping Crow :

Whas art thow mad, or doft defign 20 fee,

If fuch abftrufe Difcourfe can puzzle me ?

Ulyjfes, what 1 fing fhall be the State

Of Things to come, 1 read the. Leaves of Fate,

And diftant Objes fee in the Event :

Then pr'yshee tell me, what thas Riddle meant.

When one, a Youth of Great Zneas Race,

The Parthian’s Terror, rules the Earth and Seas ;

Coranus, weary of a fingle Life,

Takes chuff Nafica’s ftatcly Maid to Wife ;

Coranus then fhall beg him to perufe

The Will he makes, Nafica long refufe,

‘At laft confents ; but what he reads, appears

No Legacy to him, and his, but Tears:

Now if his Servants manage him ; commend,

And make his greate® Favourite thy Friend,

Be fure be lavifh in his Praife, and then,

‘When thou art gone, he'll praife thee o'er again,

This Method’s good, but ’tis the beft Defign

To ftorm the Man himfelf,. and rake him in.

If he makes Verfes, tho’ extremely lewd,.

Admire, and fwear his Foftian Rhymes are good ;

Or if he Whores, be fure his With prevent,

Let thy Penelope be frecly fent :

' M

z;__";
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And doft thew think, that [be the Wife, the Chafle,
Who all the numerous Wooers Arts [urpafs'd, i
Will yield te bims, and be a Where as lafi?

Ay, thofe were astlefs Youths, they knew not how 195
"To treat, and rather come to Eat than Wooe;

8o fhe was chafte : but when fhe fhall perceive,

And fhare with thee, the Prefents he can give,

Like Dogs once blooded, fhe will never leave,

¥l tell thee true, and what I chanc’d to kaow, ]
A Woman dy’d at Thebes not long ago ;

And thus by Will fhe did injoin ber Heir,*

Firf? oyl my Corps, and to the Sepsicher, §
Upon thy naked Back my Body bear.

“That the might then {lip from him fhe contriv'd,

For he was too obfervant while fhe liv'd:

Do you be cautious ftill in your Addre(s :

Too often, or too feldom will difpleafe.

‘The grave Morofe do hate a pratling Toague, w
That fpeaks unask’d, yet be not dumb too long :

But, like arch Dawws ia the Play, attend,

Your Neck awry, as fearful to offond :

Still fhow the greateft Care that can be thown,

This fpake the Will, and this, as moft believ'd, 'u;g

More careful of his Life than of your own : 1§
‘Whene'er the Air is fharp, be fixe to mind, _
And eagerly requeft him, Pray be kind 2
X0 your dear Health, and me, nor srufl the Wind.

If throng'd, thrut thou, snd froe him from the Throog:
If talkative, endure his tedious Tongue : F)
Jf he be vain, and loves his own dear Praife,

. Be fure commend, aod high Encomiums raife,
Still blow the Bladder, never leave him off,
*Till be fhall ble(s himfelf, and cry, Eaough: -
Now when he dies, and frees thee from thy Cage, 135!
Thy dreaming Hopes, and melanchally Fesr, i
And broad awak'd, you figd that you ars Helr ; T
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'Then figh, And is my dear Companion gone !
Where fhall I bave fo kind, fo good & Qpe !
If poffible, your greatc& Art imploy e
. 'To fhed fome Tears, ’tis good to mask your Joy :
And if you are to make the Funeral,
Be fure be noble, that will take with All ;
Or if thy Fellow-Heir’s a fickly Man,
Then lee thus, and choafe him if you can: us
&: ant that yaady Money you can [pare, .
And if you pleafs, Sir, you foull buy my Share i
But hold, fierce Pluto calls me back to Hell,
And I can talk no more, good fpeed, farcwrell.

SATYR VL

Y. His moderate Wibes. 2. The Trombles of a
City Life. 3. Tbe Pleafures of the Conpiry.
4. Little wizhout Fear, is befi.

L :
Tﬂe& were my Pray'es, and thefe my conftant Voves,
: A pretty Seat, a Fountain negr my Houfe,
A Garden, and a little Grave of Treess
*Tis well, the Gods bave giv'n me more then thefe :
Eagough kind Mertsry, pa more 1 crave, {4
Oply coatinue fill, whaet I sow bave,
If T am not profufe, and walle, oF reifa
My moderate Fortune, by unkiwful Ways,
If I ne'er with, Qb that the Gods wou'd Field
Thst Nook, that fpoils the Figuro of my Fied : 10
Or, oh that I a Pot of Gald had foynd, ;
As he, who, hir'd to till anether’s Grouad, - .
By the Affiftance of a lacky God, - ,
Grew rich, and bought the very Land he plow’d, -
Baty if I live content, pralgrve my S1asn 7]
Aund be my Guard, o2 thow heft been beferes .
Ma Defend
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Defend my Cattle, and my Flocks, ‘be kind,
And fatten all I have, except 'my Mind :
Then, when I from the noify Town retreat,
‘And free from Bus'aefs take my Country Seat,
‘What fhall I do but write, what fhall I chufe,
But eafy Satyr, and improve my Mufe ?
Here no Ambition kills, no heavy Wind
Affe&ts my Body sud corrupts my Mind: .
To Fields the Gods long Life, and Plenty gave, - 35
No fickly dutumns, here, inrich the Grave. . - - \
H. - :
Old Father Fanus (thus the Gads decree) .
We Men begin our Years and Toil with thee.
With thee my Verfe, you hurry me to Tpwn,
To be a Witnefs, and I muft be gone, . .3
Tho't faows, and Winter whirls the freezing Dly o
In fhorteft'Circles, yet I muft away.
And then, when my ungrateful Task- is done, . .
Prefs thro’ the Crowd, and juftle ev'ry one
That doth not make me room, and throw 'em down. 35
While he that's kick'd, cries Plague! and why fo fnﬁ?
Pox ! What d'ye mean, and why in fo much bafle ¥ -
When you run to my Lovd, you fcour the Street,
Prefs on, and kick and juftle all Jou maes : .
And this I fwear is pleafant, thisis fweeet .~ | 4o
But when I come a bufy Crowd sppears
Of loud impértinent Petitioners,
And their Requefts dance thick about my Ears,
One begs that you wou'd be at Court betime -
To-morrow Morning, and appear for him.
The Scribes Requeft, that I wou'd get your Ear,
About a publick, new, and great Affair :
Another cries, Good Horace, ges this Bill
Sign’d by Mwecenas, If I can I will.
Bat he feems difcontent, and uorges on, . g
Nay, if you will, Pm fare it may be done; - - .
¥
- Tis

838
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*Tis eight Years fince almoft Mecenas chofe,
* And mado me a Retainer to his Houfe :
Yet only. fuch a one, as free from Care,
He'd fometimes take in’s Coach to take the Air, 13
Balk commpn Talk, as How d'ye like the Play,
The Fencers were well masch'd, what News to-Day,
The Mornjug’s cold, and we mufl have a Care;
And fuch like common Things, as thefe appear,
That may be trufted in a leaky Ear. [
$lence ev’ry Day Men envy more my State,
" He at the Play with great Mzcenas fate, .
Or Bowl'd ; all cvy, He's Fortune's darling Son,
And thug the filly Chat {preads thro’ the Town.. -
Then all that meet me, come and ask the News, 65
My Patience and my précious Time abufe : :
JPray Siv (for you fo much at Court muft know,)
D'ye hear what News from warlike Dacia? No, %
Coms, youbut feff. Pox take me if I do.
Pray Sir, the Lands that Calar vow'd to fhare. 70
Ameong the Soldiers, 10 reward the War,
When I profefs my Ignorance, Morofe
They all imagiae me, and plaguy clofe.
Aad thus I lofe my Days, but With repeat, . 79
1II

¢ .;Oh! When fhall I enjoy my Country Seat 2.
Oht When remov'd from Noife to quiet Peace,
Amidft my learned Books, my Sleep and Eafe;
While Hours, do. fmoothly flow, and free from Strife,

Forget the Troubles of a bufy Life ? 8 . .
. Oh Beans, Pythagoras his neareft Kin, . .
“You lovely Herbs, and moft delicious Chine; §
When fhall I fee, when feed on you again ?

Oh fiveet, Oh heav’nly Feafts, where [ and mine,
Before my. Houthold Gods fecurely dine s . 8
M3 " When

v
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When I my felf fhall tatte a Difh of Meat,
Then give't my wanton Slaves, and bid 'em est ¢
When all my Guefts drink freely what they pleafe;
No Glafs is mark'd or fil'd, but more or lefs,
As Mirth iovites ; no drunken Laws to force 3
And all the Time is full of good Difcourfe ;
We talk of no Man®s Farms, or Wealth, or Skill,
Or whether Cefar’s Fool danc’d well or ill.
But we difcourfc of what we ought to do,
And what 'tis Fault and Folly not to know ;.
As whether Wealth or Virtue brings a Man
To Happinefs, or whether Leagues began
From Intereft or Right, what cheats the Crowd;
And what is good, and what the gredeelt Good 5
Iv.

My Necighbour Gerrins, as the Matter falk,
Mixes his merry, pat, inftru@ive Tales :
And thus for Inftance, when by chance he hetrs
Old Alpius Wealth admir'd, tho’ full- of Cures,
He tells this Story. Once upon & Tithe,
(As Tales begin) and in a moderate Clime,
A Country Moufe a City entertain’d,
His old Acquaintance, and his fpecial Friend 3
“This Moufe was thrifty, yet wou'd kindly Feat
‘When time requir'd, and nobly treat his Gueft :
In fhort, now firiving ev’ry way to pleatk,
He frecly brought his hoarded Oats and Paafe,
His nibbled Bacon and his mellow Pears,
And sl the Ficlds produce, or Country béats :
His Nuts, his Grapes well-dry’d, and try’d his beft,
By choice Variety to pleafe his Gueft. -
Who fate, and as afraid to hurt his Mouth,
Did nibble bere and there with dainty Tooth :
Whilft be lies by in Straw, and Barly eats,
Or Chaff ; and leayes his Gueft the better Meats:

I

g
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At latt the City Moufe begins, My Friend,. ne
Bray how can you delight, how love to [pend.
A Life in Woeds, and this unwhelfome Cave ¢
>Tis Melamchvly, 'tis fo like a Grave. '
Now wow'd you rather live in Town than here,.
And Mey's converfe, before the Woods profer 3. 19§
Come, go with me, I'll get thee better Chear.
Since all muft die, and mufl refign sheir Breash,
Nor great, nor listle is fecure from Demh ;
Then z s in Pleafure, Mirth and Spor;
And I‘Q:‘c”zhb{:qtbn minds bis Life is jbmm 130
Thefe Words prevai'd upon the Country Moutk,
8o fhe grows jocund ftrait, and leaves the Houfe,
Longing for thofe fine Things ; fo both goon,
Eager whilft now ’cwas Night to reach the Town. .
*Twas Midnight full ; when now the Mice are come 13y
'They take & rich Man’s Houfe, a ftately Room,
‘Where Purple Covering fhone on Ivory Seats,
And in the Pantry lay whole Heaps of Meats,
The fumptuous Relics of his noble Treats,
The City Moufe firait feats his country Guet = 140
©n Cloth of State, and waits, and carves the Faft ;-
€ourfe after Courfe, a thoufand dainty Things,
And like a Servant, taftes whatc’er be brings.
‘The Country Moufe, pleas’d with bis Bed of State,
And various Dainties, blefs'd his Change of Fate ; 3y
Feeds heartily, when lo the Servants come,
And Dogs rufh in aud bark abeut the Room.
Both ftart, both leave their Beds with eager Hafte,
Both ﬂé f“b?&’ and har:lz‘;fcape at laft. )
Then fays the Country Moufe, Fals Poys farewell, 340
Ihmﬁkctﬁ:m,»qquhtaﬂ/%f : g
Is bester, Ican feafs and wanton there,
On Chaff or Acorns, fres from Noife and Fear,

Mg S A
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SATYR VIL

1. A Servamt infirults bis Mafter, about his Unfer
slednefs in Humonr. 2. His Laft. 3. The v
cions Man, the greateft Slave.

L .
ELL,. Sir, T hear, and have fome News to tell,
But I'm afraid, you will not like it well
From me your Slave, Who, Davus, is it yos ?
Davus the faithful Servant and the true,

Davus wha fancies That fufficient Store, .8
Which Nature's Wants fupplies, and asks no mora,
Go to, and as our Anciens Laws decres,
-UJe boldy 1hy December’s Liberty, %
Speak fairly what thou wilt, thow may' be free.

1

Some Men are conitant in their Vice, and run
The fame Courfe fill, and urge their Purpofe on :
Some are unfteady, varying in a Trice,

.Now all for Virtue, and now all for Vice.

Fop Prifens with himfelf doth difagree, .
Sometimes he wears no Rings, and fometimes three, 1
He changes ev'ry Hour his Cloaths and Gown,

Now takes the beft Houfe, now the worft in Town, E
And there be goes as naty as a Clown,

Now ftudies hard at 4rbens, now he'll come,

And turn Gallaat, and follow Whores at Rome, 20
The moft unfteady, fickle Man on Earth,

As if Vertummnus (elf bad rul'd his Birth,
- Juft oppofite to him Pulrurius ftands ;.

For he, when the juft Gout had lam’d his Hands,

Did hire a Boy, fo much he lov’d the Vice, Y]
To take up for him, and to throw the Dice. .
He that is conftant in his vicious Race, :

Rugs the fame Courfe, and keeps an equal Pace,
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Is certainly not half fo great a Wretch,

As he that now rides loofe, and now on ftretch. 39
Well now you Rogue, fuppofe this Railing srue,

Whas dosh it mean ¢ Sir, it refleCts on you.

How (o, yow Rafeal 3 Sir, you ufe to praife

‘The Aacients living, and commend their Ways, .

. Yet if fome God wou'd give you leave to chufe, . 3
Or force you to the like, you wou'd refufe; .
*Caufe you don’t think that right you now commend, .

Or clfe are too yofteady to defend . .

What you once thought ; you ftick, and ftsive in vain,
From this.deep Mire to free your Foot sgain. @
At Rome, oh how you praife the Country Air !. :
And, fickly, Rome commend, when you are here.

If uninvited, Oh what dainty Fare

Your little Sallet yields, and free from Care 5

Thefe troublefome Lords at Rome iavite me Gill, 45
¥ go, ’tis true, but 'tis againft my Will, ‘
And happy, happy me, you ufe.to fay,

‘That I have leave to fup at home to-day ; .

But if my Lord Mecenas doth invise,

Tha’ you are not to go before ’tis Night ; - §o
Vet eager you by Peep of. Day-prepare,

‘The Houfe fireight rings, So ho, Fack, Tom, who’s there ?g
Who brings me Oyl, you Dogs? does no one hear2 - ¢

My Lord waits for mo; then in hafte you run,

While thy Retaiaers curfe, when thon-art gone. 59

Mcll then, I.grant a Feaft’s.a powerful Charm, .

Oh the refiftlefs Force of.-Meat that’s warm, .

It leads me captive, and my Senfe does feize,

I'm Glutton, Tofspot, and whaté’er you pleafe :

So you but freely grant your Vice at leaft, . 6e

As had, altho’ in fofter Terms tis drefs’d.

Ssppofe I'm.not fo wife, as thee my Slave; .

Then ceale to look fo haughty and fo brave; . ,
o oMy And->
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And do not rage, and do not break my Head,
While I difcourfe what Crifpin’s Porter fald : 6
I,
"You love Men's Wives, and I, my little Whores;

Which is the greatet Fault now, mine or yours?

When Nature fires, and they have quench’d my Flame,
¥m fatisfy’d, nor do I lofe my Fame,

Nor fear that they will Jilt, and entertain e
A wictier, richer, and a finer Man,

But when you flily focak sbroad by Nighe,

Your Rings, and sll the Habit of a Kaight,

Thy Roman Garb thrown off ; from nobly brave).

You fink ioto the Figure of a Slave : 2
A nafty Vail thrown o'er your fragrant Head,.

And foftly brought to the adult’rous Bed,

Are-you-not fuch a One as- you appear ?

When introduc’d you fhake and tremble there,

Your raging Luft difputing with your Fear : 8o
What difference is it whether you.engage
"To fight for Hire, and bear the Victor’s Rage,

Be cut and flafh'd and kill’d upon the Stage ¥

Or, by the confcious Chamber-maid, be pres’d.

Quite double, Neck and Heels into a Cheft ?: ]
Hath no the injur'd Husband of the Whore

‘To punith both a right and lawful Pow’r ?

And will not all his fierceft Roge be juft

On thee, that didt debsuch ber to thy Lut ¥

Yet fhe uc’er changes Garb, nor fhifts her Place, &
Nor takes fuch Pains to get the foul Embrace s

Nor injures Heav'n, nor fwears fuch Oaths a3 you,

While the fond Creature doubts you'll prove untrue.

Bat wife you venture Slaves fevereft Fate,

And to & Man enrag’d, and fweln with Hate, )
€ommit your Fame, your Life, and your Eftate..

Have you efcap'd ? 1 hope the Waraing’s fiir,.

Aod you'll prevent the like with greateft Care,.

Wihat,
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nothiag do? Why doft thou ftrive to run

me mad Courfe, and once more be undone? 100
IIL

! Slave, fo oft! What Beatt that breaks the Chais,

fres, will come and take the Clog aguia ?

iy you're ne Adukever, nor I

ef, becaufe when fome Obferver’s nigh,

: your Plate, though with a longing Eye. 10f

ve the Danger and ining Force, .

lature loofe will run an evil Courfe.

u my Mafter ? yeu that do appear )

“fe and greater Slave than me by far,

1 nothing can redeem from wretched Fesr? 110

Stroaks o’ th’ Preetor’s Rod can make mo free,

¢ Tyrant Paffion Rill will mafter Thee.

A

s a Vicar, as you pleaft to phrafe,

Reafon’s good ) that other Slaves obeys, Hug

low Slave ; Sir, T would gldly know

’tis that I am in refpe of you ?

ou, my Mafter, others bafely ferve;

Pappets moving by another’s Nerve.

ben is free ? The Wife, that can controul, =~ 120

rovern all the Paifions of the Soul :

n Poverty, nor Chains, nor Desth affright,

1 proof againft the Cherms of vain Delight,

a feeble Fortune firives in vain to wound ;..

iely gather'd im a peefe Round, ng

» exa&ly fmooth’d by honeft Arts,.

nought without can ftick upon the even Parts,

re this Free-man’s CharaCer, and fee '

1 part of it belongs to thee :

afsad Pouud begg'd by thy coftly Whore;. 130

7 deny'd, fhe turns thee out of Door, '

ws Water in thy Face, thea change her Miad,

all thee back, and vow fhe will be kind,
‘ Now-
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Now loofe thy Neck from this ignoble Chain
And boldly fay that you are free ; in wein,
You can’, for Tyrant Lords thy Will controu
They prick thee on, and fcourge thy wav’rin
You, whea you fpend whole Hours and tri
While you upon a Piece of Painting gaze :
Why do not you commit as great a Fault,
As T that ftare upon a meaner Draught ?
Admire how Fanss and how Fulvius ftand,
In fencing Poftures, drawn by a rude Hand,
In Chalk or Char-coal Paint, and think they |
- As if they fought, and mov’d to fhun. the Strc
Bat 'm ealld lazy Rogue, and beaten Rill 3
A Judge in Painting you, and Man of Skill.
If I but trivigl. Cakes delight to Eat, .
.’Tis Gluttony, whiltt your luxurious Treat
Is Virtue, for it fhows your Mind is great.
+Why now to ferve my Palate fhould it be,
(For I am whipt) a greater Crime in me,
Than you ? Since thine’s more coftly Luxury,
Why then are you not fcourg'd as well as I 2-
Becaule, perhaps, thy Feafts corrupt thy Blood
Difeafes fpring from thy luxurious Food,
And weakned Legs refufe their fickly Load,
Doth that Boy fin that fteals a Comb by Nigh
To buy fome Grapes to pleafe his Appetite ?
And is he fanltlefs, that, when Luft commanc
‘Yo pleafe his lavith Belly, fells his Lands ?
Befides all this, You with your felf can’t flay.
One Hour, nor rightly fpend a leifure Day ;.
You like a Vagrant (hun your felf, defign,
Now by forgetful Sleep, and now by Wine,
Xa fteal from Cares: Poor Slave ! In vain ye
Black Care purfues as faft as you can fly,
.Death! Where's my Stick: Why fo ? Death !
He's mad, or elfe makes Verfes: Dog, one-Hor,
wii.
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One Tittle more! You confurs my Defignst 110
FI] Rafcal, fly, or thow [lnls to the Mines,

SATYR VHI

A Defiripsion of a firdid Feaft, with which owe
Fufcus Nafidenus ewzerzain’d thems. .

HOW do you like rich NaGdenus Cheer ? .

For when I thoughs.laf} Night to have yon lnn,
*Twas faid, that Oer fmce Noon you had been there,

Troth never merrier ; Pray, Sin, grant sy Wifh; .
For I wonld know, what was the firft Difly 1 : 5
¢ The firtt Difh, Sir, was a Lucanian Bore,

¢ Caught whilft the Wind was South, the Mafter fwore,
And round the Brim lay Lettice to excite,

And Betes to raife the lazy Appetite ; .
‘Anchove, Pickled-Herrings, mix'd with thefe - 10.
Lay Raddifh, bitter Herbs, and Casn Lees. :
This Difh remov’d, two ready Servants come;

One clean’d the Table, t'other fwept the Room,

And gather'd up the Reliéts of the Feaft,

‘Fhe Bones, and all that might offend the Gueft : 1)
Juft as at Ceres Feaft th’ Athenian Maid,

Comes black Hydafpes, bearing on his Head g
Large Flasks of White, and lcon Flasks of Red.

Then fays mine Hoft : My Lord, if- more than thefe

Kou like another, call for what you pleafe, 20

My Cellar’s ftos’d 5 Poor Wealth, difhensft Pride, o

But, pr'yshee, tell.me who was there befide ?

Sir, I fate firft, and, ftay, I think ’twas fo, .

Turinus next, Vibidius fate below,

Next Balatro; below him Porcins lyes, g

Porcius the merry'ft acche® Wag that is,

To fwoop whole Cuftards, ard to fwallow Pjes; .
S . Al

2
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All uninvited, but es Lords are wont,

Macenas brought them all on his Accomnt,

Next above thefe Nomentan takes his Place,

He that could point at vy bidden Sawce;

For we, the reft, on Fith and Fow! did feaft,
different from their proper Tafte,

This freight appesr’d, when by his lafcions Rales

He carv'd for me th’ untafted Guts of Seles. 3

And after, to inflru®t me, gravely faid, o

Figs pluck'd before the Mosm is fall, leok ved 5.

But thro’ this differeace would you nicely pry,

Re'll tell you more, he’s more expert than I,

Mean while Vibidins in a jeering Tone ®
Crics ; Balatro, come pr'ythee nothing'’s done,
Unlefs we drink bim dry ; s bigger Glafs
At that Death-pale fpread o'er our Fufews Faoa
For good ftout Drinkers be did chicfly fear,
>Caule fuch, when full, with greater Freedom jeer: 44
Or ’caufe hot Liquers pall the fubtie Tafte,

And fo would fpoil the Goodnefs of his Feakk .

‘Yet on it goes, the Bowls arc freely crown’d,

And Supernaculum the Health goes round :

The chiefe® Guefts the while full Bumpers toft, »
They fpar'd the Bottles, and the bleeding Hoft.

Now comes ‘mid#t fwimming Shrimps a Lampry fpread
In a large Difh, and thus the Mafter faid 3
This Fify was caugie when full of Spawn, (thas Comfe
Is good) for afier Spawning's doms, *tis worfe : 8
The Bross is made of O, the beft that flew'd
Prom the Venafrian Prefs s 20 make it good,

Wine five Years old, and Caviare I join,

In boiling, Sirs, I ufe Italisn Wine ;

Bw when 'tis boil'd, with Peppar (pic’d and drefs'd b
With Vinegar, the Chian Pickle's bef : -
I boil gresm Rochets with't, was never knowns.

Bufore my time, I'm [wrs thas Ars’s my own,

%,

Sab
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or Crawfifp firf Cotillus flew'd, o

t them Wﬂr shey-ars betser Pond. o
wn b’ Shell, the Bickle makes shem goad.
vhile he talk’d, and witle he prais'd the Fifh,.
agings tunibling down féll o'er the Dith :

s black Duft, as much as Whirlwinds reife,
imble Storms fiweep o'er the dufty. Ways: T
xd all, and thoughe it worfe than ‘twas,

:n no hart appear’d, each kept his Place :

& fivéighe hung Ms Head, be wepe and figh’d

s darfing Son hud lately dy'd;

wept on, his Grief have known no end; 15
& Nomeutan thus reliev’d his Friend ;

Chance! what Qod is fo snkind !

18 t0 break the meafures Man defign'd 3

t their Napkins, yet cou’d fcarce forbear.

haloud, whilft with a bitter Sneer %o
ering Baldsro, Well, we fitive in wain, . -
[fad Fate of Life, and none can gain }
wr, Tame that anfwers to their Pain.

er I fhow'd prove fo troublefomne

fine Treas, when I cow'd dine as bome 2 85
fwn'd wex you 10 provide & Feafl, '
tonr. Broth well boild, yowr Servants drefs'd,

b* wnlucky Chance thas waits on all,

is but juft now, the Hangings fall 3

rboy flumbling fpols a cofly Fift, %
»man Servaut trip and break the Difl.

in Captains oft ill Chance reveals
tertainers Wit, which good conceals 3

iys mine Hoft, 4b, may) thou fiill be blefsd,
t fo good & Man, fo kind a Gueft:

Is for’s Shoes, then you may quickly heas
Whifpers fpread thro’ ev'ry Ear. )

cow'd ever pleafe me balf fo well,

w8 you langht as after, priythes, selk;:

2

Whilé
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While hot Vibidius with a waggifh Look

Cries to the Servants, Is the Bostle broke

That I can ges no Wine to this dry Faafi 2.

And merry Balgtro. promotes the Jeft ;

Mine Hoft comes in, and with a {miling Face,
About to mend by Art his late Difgrace,

His Scrvaats following brought a Charger fill'd
With one poor little Crane cut up and grill'd,
Cover'd with Sale and Meal; snother brings
Pluck’d off and by themfelves a Rabbet’s Wings,
For thofe, forfooth, when by themfelves, are beft
Aad {weeter far than eaten with the reft :

Then roafted Blackbirds, Doves their Rumps cut ¢
All pretty forts of Meat, and fweet enough ;

Bat he, with long Harangues to ev'ry Gueft,
Exphin'd their Natures, how and why ’twas drefs’
Whom thus we punifh'd, each Man left his Seat,
We fled the Banquet, and refus'd to eat 3

As if the Witch Canidia’s pois'nous Breath

Had blown upon’t, and fill'd the Feaft with Death,.

Dbe End of the Second Baok of Saty




PISTLES.

The FirsT BooK.

EPIST. L

% foews bis Defire fir Philofophy. 2.'T55
be preferrd before ali. 3. The Peopls
fer Gold before Virtue. 4. Why be cane
t agree with the Crowd,

%Y Lord Macenss, wham 1 gladly chufe,

I ¢# The firlt, and the lalt Subjet of my Mufe

/ ,ti Tho’ Ifbavc fought enough, and well be-

z ore,

1 And now difmit, have leave to fight no
more;. AN

five to bring me on the_Stage again: &s

e is not alike, unlike my Brain,
my Mind, and now I write in Pain, :
e, 3 - The
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The Fencer V:jan, now grown weak with Age,
Lives quietly at Home, and leaves the Stage;
His Arms in great Aleides’ Temple plac’d,
Left after all his former Glories paft,
He worfied, meanly beg his Life at laft:
And fill methinks founds thro’ my well purg’d Es,
A little Voice, Fond Horace bave a Care, '
And while ’tis well releafe thy aged Horfe,
Left, when he runs but with unequal force,
And ftreechey hard to win, be breaks his Wind,-
Derided, diftanc’d, bafely lags behind.
L

And therefore all my trifling Sfngs adieu;
T now defign to feek what’s good and true,
And that alone; I leave my waaton Mufl,
And lay up Precepts, fuch as I may ufe ;
But if you ask me now what §## 1 own,.
I fwear a blind Obedience unto none :
But as the Tempeft drives me fo 1 fieer,
‘This way or that, not fetled any whiere :
Sometimes an A&ive Life my Fancy draws,.
A fri& Obferver of true Victue’s Laws :
Then gently flide to Arﬁ:pgm School,
‘And firive not to be rul’d by Thiags, bat Rule,
‘As Night to thofe their Miftrefs fails appears,
‘As Days to Labourers, and as long the Years,
‘When Jealous Mothers curb, to eager Heirs:
So dull, and fo ingrate my Time doth flow,
Which hinders what I hope and wifh to do:
What done will profit Rich and Poor, what loag
Forborn, .prove equal harm to Old and Young
Well then, I muft content my felf with this,
Yours cannot be as good as Lyncexs Eyes,
What then, when fore, muft I fit Cures defpife?
You cannot hope to have your Limbs as great
As Glyr's, nor fo iraog and fiemly ey
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Yet to prevent the Gout haft thou no care?
What, if of farther progrefs you defpair,
"Tis fomewhat furely to have gone thus fas: Y]
Doth crecping Avarice thy Mind engage?
Dr doth it bofl with fiery Luft, and Rage?
Why, there are Rulés and Precepts that can eafe-
"hy Pain, and cure great part of thy Difeafe :
©r art thou Vain? Books yicld a certain Spell, g0
‘To ftop thy Tumor; you {hall ceafe to. fwell,
‘When you have read them thrice, and fudied weell ¢
7The Rafh, the Lazy, Lover, none’s fo wild,
But may be tame, and may be wifely mild, s
M they confult true Virtue's Rules with care, 18
And lend to good Adviee & patient Edr.

: 1

*Tis Virtue, Sir, to be but free from Vice,
And the firft ftep tow’rds being truly Wife
Is to want Folly: You ufe all your Skill,

To thun what you fuppofe the ft i, G
A fmall Eftate, or while you feek to gain 2
"An Office, a Repulfes you fpare no pdin, : i
You try your utfnoft Wit, and rack your Btsin:

You fiil to Indis, you forfake your Eafe,
Thro’ rsging Storms, thro’ Rocks and boif’rous Sess, 63
Thro® Heat and Cold, and gather ev’ry Wind,
To get more Wealth, and leave pale Wane behind 3
And yet thou wilt not take the pains to heir:
A wifer Man sdvife thee how to Sreer: o
Who kindly bids thee check thy wild Defire, 90
And leave what thou doft foblifhly admire :
What Wrefler that fhall fitive in ev’ry Town,
" At ev'ry Wiake, will fcorn th’ Olympiss Crown ?
Who doth not cheap and eafic Wreaths difdain ?
And who would have & Crown without the Pain?: 74

M, Thé.
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IIL. .
The Saying’s true, and hath been often told,
Silver’s more bafe than Gold, than Virtue Gold:
O Romans, Romans, Gold muft firt be fought,

Then Virtue, that's worth but a fecond Thought: .

This is the Tune of ev’ry Trading Fool,

Old Men, and ev’ry Boy repeats this Rule, =
That with his Books and Satchel goes to School.
If you have not Ten thoufand Pound in ftore,
But want a thoufand or a little more,

Tho® you have Virtue, Conftancy and Skill

In Arts, thou fhalt be thought & Common fill: .
And yet our Boys another Tale will tell,

Rad fay, You fhall be King if you do wells

Be this thy Guard, and this thy ftrong Defence,
A virtuous Heart, and unftain’d Innocence;

Not to be Confcious of a hameful Sin :

Nor yet look pale for Scarlet Crimes within,
Now, pr'ythee, tell me which. you think is beft,
Or Orho’s Laws, or this by Boys exprett,

This Song which makes the Virtuous Mana King,

And which. the noble Aacients us’'d to fing?

Which beft advifeth, he that bids thee hate

Thy common Rank, and get a vaft Efate,

July if thou canft ; if not, ar any rate; -

Only that at a Play or Puppet Show,

You may fic nearer by a Seat or two?.

Or he that bids thee fteer a Virtuous Courfe,

Aund nobly fcorn proud feeble Fortunc’s force 2
. 1v,

&
o~

____._‘1‘":?5'2

. ;

9

B

Shou’d the Crowd.ask, why fince I live in Town, -

Walk the fame Streets with them, I do not own
The fame Opinion? Why I don’t apprave,

And hate the Things that they do hate and love 2
My Anfwer muft be what {ly Reynard faid
To the old fickly Lion, I'm afraid,

af

Graats
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of Beafts, for all the treads 1 foe 110’
Din, none back; that frightens me: .
Many-headed Monfter, Roms,
it what to imitate, or whom:
to Farm Revenues, others Bait :
s to catch & Widow's great Eftate: g -
s fpread their Nets for wealthy Fools, -
them, sind fecure the dodting Shoals:
afe Ufury thejr Wealth increafe:
hat variéus Humours various pleafe:- -
y conftent’ ftill, do they wpprove - - ¥va@
ur’s time together what they love? o
e, if the wealthy Wanton fays,

Baie is the pleafant’®t Place;

Vithes no delays afford,

a quickly fees her loving Lord: a8
s Fancy leads another way, .

n fromi Heav'n, he muft obey;

‘k-men gather up your Tools, and drive

w to Theanum, there I'll live :

sfiga to-day to take a Wife? : 136
ae cries, is like a fingle Life:

fwears the Marry’d only bleft ;
in can hold this varying Frorews falt?
the Poor Man? Laugb, be fhifts his home,
his Barbers, and his eating Room, 135
paltry Sculler for.a Groit, . : - S
like Nobles in their Pleafure-Boat.
fome blundering Barbers notch my Hair,

[ meet you, firaight you - fmilé and ftare;

Sown is botch’d, my Vef unfit, 140

s il made, you laugh at fuch'a fight: . -

'n my Mind is with-it felf at firife,

tes in all- the Courfe of Life;

it is hated mow, it now defires, :

'it threw away, it-now.admires, . 14§
’ ' Uafettled

«
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Unfettled a3 the Saa, or flitting Air,

It razes, builds, and round to {quare §
You count me mad i Fafhion, you facbear
To laugh, nor think I nced a Deler’s Cave 5
Or Guardian from the Prater, tho’ my Friend,
‘On whom my Fortunes and my Lif¢ depend,
My chief Support, in fhort my only Guagd,
And who art vex'd to fee my Nails ill psr'd.
In fhort, the Wife Man's lefs than Fove alone,
For all is his, and he himfelf’s his own 3

Rich, King of Kings, and of a Noble Stem,
But chicfly well, unlefs when vex’'d with Phlegm,

EPIST. I

-2, He commends Homer 2o bis Friemd Lot
2. Delivers feveral Precepss for g good L.

I.

WHile you to plead at Rome, my Friend, remsio

I here have read my Homer o'er sgain :
‘Who hath what’s bafe, what decent, juft and goed,
Clearer than Crasser or Ghry/ippus thow’d :
My Reafons for’t, if you have leifure, hesrs
‘That Part that tells us how in tedious War,
For Paris Lult, Greece firove with Phrygia, fings
The Paffions of the Crowd, and foolith Kings :
JAntenor thinks it beft to end the Wars,
And give back Helew; wanton Paris {wears,
He can’c be happy if he lives alone,
His Kingdom can’t conteat whea fhe is gone ¢
«Asrides and ganilles chide, and hate,
And Neffor ftrives to coal the hot Debate s -
‘One robb'd of what e esgerly defird, .
Was rai’d by Leve; but both by Fery fird 1

> s N
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Me counfels both, and firives to make them Friends;
Pbe People fuffer when the Prince offends :

By Luft and Rege were thoufand Mifchicfs done,
By Pride and Treachery, in Camp and Town:
And then what Courage, and what Wit can do,
He ufefully doth in Ulyfes thow ;

Who, Trey o’erthrown, to many Coyntries went,
Awpd frily view'd their Towns and Government.,
And while theo’ raging Seas he veatur'd home,
Met thoufand Dangers, and did overcome:

Suill carcful of his Men he did advance,

And fafely ftem’d the Waves of dang’rous Chance:
The Sirens Songs, sad Circe’s Bowl you know,
Which like his Mates had he but tafted too,

Bafe and unthioking he had ferv’d the Whore,

In fhape of nufty Dog, or soi’ry Bogr:

We are the Number, born to drink and eat,

The Wooers of Pmelope, the fpruce, the neat,
The lazy Rafcals ; and whofc whole Defiga

'Was to get vicious Pleafure, and be fine :

Who thought it virtuous to fleep half the Day,
And lull their Cares with Songs, Dances and Play.

1L

Rogues rife before ’tis light to kill and thieve,
Wilt thoa not wake to fave thy felf alive ?
1f now, when well, you will net leave your Eafe,
In vaia you'll try when prefs'd with a Difeafe :
And when you cannot fleep, except you read,
Aund in good Things employ your watchful Head,
Pale treacherous Sins will fwift Approaches make,
And Luft or Eavy vex thee whillt awake s
For why, when any thing offends thy Eyes,
Deft thou fireight Lk for Eafe, and fireight advifes
Yer if it fhall opprels thy Mind, codure
The Ills with Patience, and defer the Cure ?

g&m: ﬁ?’.i‘:‘f n; Euwfeofﬁgm

27§

=~

3¢
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He that defers to live, is like the Clown !
Who waits, expeing 'till the River’s gone : %

But thae ftill rouls its Streams, and will roul on. 55

‘We feek for Wealth, a good and fruitful Wife,

The Pleafures, Comforts, and Supports of Lifes

Our Woods are tam'd, and plough’d encreafe our Store;

He that hath got enough defires no more.

Did ever Lands, or heaps of Silver eafe b

The feav'rith Lord ? Or cool the hot Difeafe ? l

Or free his Mind from Cares ? He muft have Health,

He muft be well, that wou'd enjoy his Wealth,

He that defires or fears, difeas’d in Mind,

Wealth profits him as Pi&ures du the Blind 5 ]

Phifters the Gouty Feet ; and charming Airs,

And fweete(t Sounds, the ftuff’d and troubled Ears.

The mufty Veffels four what they contain; -

Scorn Pleafure, Pleafure hurts that’s bought with Pam.

The Greedy want, to Wifhes fix an End ;

The Envious pine at th’ Fatnefs of their Friend.

The fierceft Tyrants never yet could find,

A greater Rack than Envy to the Mind :

The Man that doth too haftily engage,

That is all Fire, and cannot curb his Rage, 13

Baffles his own Defign, while weaker grown,

With Malice unreveng’d he firikes too foon :

Anger is a fhort Frenzy, curb thy Soul,

And check thy Rage, which muft be rul’d, or rule:

Ufe all thy Art, with all thy Force reftrain,

And take the ftrongeft Bit, and firmeft Rein:

The Jocky trains the young and tender Horfe,

While yet foft-mouth’d he breeds him to the Courfe :

The Whelp, fince when i’th’ Hall he learn’d to bark

At Bucks-skins ftuff’d, now ranges o'cr the Parkk: ¥

Now, now, while young, with virtuous Rules begm 5

Suck holy Precepts now, and free from Sin.

What feafon’d firft the Veffel keeps the Tafte ;
- Now if you lag behind, or run too faft,

: I ftay
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1 ftay not for the flow, I mind my Race, 9o-
Nor prefs on thofe that rua a {wifter Pace.

EPIST. I
Zo his Friend JuLiUS FLORUS.
A femiliar Epiftle enquiring about [everal Matters.

M Y Fulius Florus, 1 would gladly hear, .

Where Clandius Cafar’s Kinfman kindles War; °
Doth Thrace, or Hebrus, bound in Chains of Snow, "
Or’doth the Hellefpons, 1 wifh to know, ' %
Or Afia’s fruitful Fields, detain you now ? 4
What do the Wits defign? Who nobly dares,

{This wou'd I know ) to write great Cefar’s Wars?
And who, infpir'd with an uoufual Rage,
Shall fpread his Fights and Leagues thro’ future Age? = |
And what doth Titius, he of growing Fame, = 1e.
Who doth nof fear to drink of Pindar's Sream?  °
Who fcorns known Springs and Lakes, that glorious he, -
And is he well, and doth he think of me? h
Doth he, the Mufe propitious, nobly fing,
And fit to Roman Harps the Theban ftring ? 15
Or is he writing Plays, and treads the Stage, T
In murd'ring Verfe, and fwells with Tragick Rage?
And how doth Celfus do ?
Whom I ftill warn, as I have often done, .
To get fome Stock, fome Riches of his own : ‘20
And not from others Labours kept for Fame,
In wife Apollo’s Temple fleal a Name :
Le& all the Birds fhould come, and claim their own, -
Aud th’ Chough be his, when her floln Plumes are gone. |
What do you de? What will your Mind produce ? aj .
From what fweet Beds of Thyme fuck precious Juice ?
For you have Wit enough, your Senfe is great, o
Your Words well chofen, your Expreffion neat :

’ N

Whether
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‘Whether with poynant Tongue you plead s Caufe,
Defend the Innocent, and teach the Laws :

Or chufe foft Numbers, and fmooth Poetry,

‘The chiefeft Crown ftill juftly waits on thee.

If you cou’d leave thofe Cares that num thy Mind,
Shake off thy Fears, and leave the Clog behind,
Then you wou'd live as Wifdom’s Rules advife :
This is the Work, the noble Study-this ;

This rich and poor fhou'd make their greateft Care,
If we wou'd live fecure, and free from Fear,
To honeft Men, and to our Country dear.

Pray write me whether, for I with to know,
You love Numenins, as you ought to do.

Or if the former difference, clos'd in vain,

Was never fully cur'd, but breaks agvin.

But you in whatfoever part you live,

Whether *tis Heat or Rafhoefs makes you firive,
Both brave and hot, and oh! too dear, to prove
How frail are all the Bands of Brothers Love :
Where-c’er you now refide, return to Reme,

1 feed a Steer to offer when you come,

EPIST. IV.

3

3

k- 17a a'

A familiar Compliment to bis Friend Albus

Tibullus.

Léus, the fairett Critick that I know,

What thall I fay that you are doing now ?
In Pedan Ficlds do you defign to write,
More great than Caffius, and with higher fight ?
Or doft thou gravely walk the healthy Woog.
Confidering what befits the Wife and Good ?
For you are not all Body void of Mind,
T'he Gods have giv’n a Soul of noble Kind ;
And Wealth apd Skill enough to ufe thy Store :
-»‘&Sﬁ"#"’ ‘a’Nurfe for her dear Child with more,

10

Thaa
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Than that he might be Sober whiltt he lives,

And able to exprefs what he conceives ?

Enjoy the Love of all, and Fame and Health,

Aed cleanly Diet, with fufficient Wealth ?

While *midft ftrong Hopes and Fears thy Time doth wafte,
Think ev’ry rifing Sun will be thy laft ; 16
And fo the grateful unexpeGed Hour

Of Life proE:g'd, when come, -will pleafe the more ;
‘Then come and fec me, now grown plump and fine, .
When you wou'd laugh at onc of Epicurss Swine. 20

EPIST. V.
Z0 bis Friend TORQUATUS.
He invites bis Friend to & fmall Collation.

IF you can fit upon a paultry Seat, }
My Friend Torgiasns, and endure to eat

A homely Dith, a Sallad all the Treat : .

Sir, I fhall make a Feat, my Friends invite,

And beg that you wou’d Sup with me to-night,

My Liquor flow'd from_the Minturnian Vine,

Yo Tuurus Confulfbip, ’tis common Wine ;

I€ you have better, let your Flasks be fent 5

Or let what I, the Lord, provide, content. .

My Servants {weep and furnifh ev’ry Room, L]

My Dithes all are cleans’d againft you come :

Forbear thy waaton Hopes, and Toy! for Gain,

And Mofchus Caufe ; ’tis all but idle Pain,

To-motrow Cefar’s Birth-day comes, to give

Releafe to Cares, aud a fmall time to live. 15

Then we may {leep "till Noon, and gay Delight

And merry Talk prolong the Summer’s Night.

What is my Wealth, if I muft always fpare 2

He that lives Poor, to leave a wealthy Heir,

Is near a-kin to Mad. Ul Drink aud Play, - . s

Enjoy my flf, and fling my Gold sway.
. W a

-
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Y'll frolick (let the fparing be thought wife)
Content to be efteem’d a Fool for this:

What Wonders cannot Wine effe& ? ’tis free

Of Secrets, and turns Hope to Certainty ;

It pufhes on the unarm’d Man to Wars,

It frees the troubled Mind from weighty Cares :

It teaches Arts, it teaches how to Think,

And what Man is not Eloquent in’s Drink ?

And whe tho’ cramp'd in narrow Want’s not free ?
Now I'll provide (pray leave that Task to me)

T’m willing, and I'm fit for fuch a Care,

Your Seats (hall be as clean as any are 3

Your Napkins good, no Spot fhall foul the Cloth,
Whofe Sight might make you fnuff your Nofe, and
The Cups well fcour’d, the mode®t Table grace,
The Difhes fhine that you may fee your Face.

None fhall be there that fhall have treach’rous Ears,
And carry o’er our Threfhold what' he bears ¢

And that thy Boon-Companions' may be fit,
Septimius too, and Brasus Ull invite : -

And if no dearer Mifs, or better Feaft,

Holds Saéin, he fhall make another Gueft :

I've Room enough, and each miay bring his Friends,
But Sweat at Tables toc much throng’d offends.
Pray, fend Me word what time you will be here,
How many Friends you'll bring 5 forget thy Care,
And whilft thy Clients throng about thy Rall,

Creep forth thro’ the back Door, aod bilk ’em all,

EPIST. VL
o bis Friend Numicus, where be [bews the
thod to gaim true Happinefs.

TO admire nothing (as moft are wont to do) ,
It is the only Method that 1 know,
Te mike Mca Happy, and to keep ‘em fo.

P N o il
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Some view the glittering Sun, and glorious Stars, _

And all the various Seafons, free from Fears:

Well then, thofe Gifts of Earth, the Gums and Gold,

Which {weet Arabia and the Indies hold,

Applaufe and Office, that miftaken Good,

That great Preferment of the Roman Crowd 5

When thefe are view'd with all their gawdy Show, - 10

How calm fhou’'d be our Thoughts, how fmooth our Brow ¢

Now thofe that fear their Oppolites, admire

Thele Toys, as much as he that doth defire;

For both fides fear let Things theic Hopes deccive,

And both ar fudden Difappointments grieve. iy

Whether one joy, or grieve, or hate, or love,

Or frive to thun, or eagerly approve,

*Tis all alike, if the Event appears,

Or worfe, or better, than he hopes or fears, :

He ftands amaz’d with fix’d and ftaring Eyes, 20

His Limbs and Soul grow ftiff at the Surprize =

The Juft will be Unjult, Wife void of Wit,

That feek c’en Virtue more than what is fit :

Now go, let Gold and Statues charm thine Eges,

Go, and admire thy Gems and Tjrian Dyes: ag

Rejoice that when you {peak Men gape and wait 3

Go to the Court betimes, and come home late ;

Left Mutius reap a greater Crop of Corn,

For ’tis unfit, fince not fo nobly born, ,

Rather leg him be wonder'd at by you, 30

Than you by him, ’tis better of the two.

Whate’er’s beneath the Ground Age brings to light,

And that will bury too, and hide the bright.

When Appius Way, and Grigpa’s Porch, fhall know,

And fee thee famous, thou muft walk below, 3;}

As Numa, and as Ancus long ago.

If vexing Pains thy Sides, or Kidneys feize,

Then feck fome prefent Cure for thy Difeafe.

Wou'dft thou live well? Who not ? Then quickly firive,

And now fince Virtue only this can give, 40
N3 Then
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Then leave thy falfe Delights, and that purfue :
But if you think their wild Opinion true,

( As heedlefs Minds the vaineft Things approve )
That Words make Virtoe jult as Trees a Grove,
Then follow Wealth, make that thy chiefett Care,
Sce none Foreftal, and none Ingrofs the Fair,

Or bate the Prices of thy precious Ware.

Then get one thoufand Talents, then one more,
And then another, and then fquare the Store ;

For by this Emprefs Wealth is all beftow’d,
A rich and honeft Wife, and ev’ry Good,
As Beauty, Friends, and Noblene(s of Blood. .
The Rich and Money’d Man hath ev’ry Grace,
Perfwafion in his Tongue, and Penws in his Face.
The Cappadecian King is poor in Coin,
Tho' rich in Slaves, Jet not his Way be thine,
Lrucnllus once defir'd to lend the Stage
A thoufand Suits, fays, How can I engags
So many Saits t And yet Ill quickly fend,

YU fearch my Store, and fee what I can lend :
And ftreight writes word, I have five thowfand good;
«And they might take as many as they wow'd.

That’s an unfurnifh’d Houfe, that Mafter poor,
Which hath Things neceffary, and no more,

And whofe fuperfluous Plenty not deceives,
And “fcapes the Mafter’s Eye, and profits Thieves.
If Wealth can make thee blefs’d, and keep thee fo,
Mind it the firft and the laft thing you do.

If Offices, .aud all their gawdy Pride,

‘Then buy a witty Slave to guard thy fide ;

To tell thee great Men’s Names, and Nobles fhow,
And warn thee to bow Popularly low ; ‘
Siv, that's & Lord, and this, Sir’s fuch a One,
He bears the greateft Sway in all the Town :
Unlefs you cringe and ges bis Voice, defpair,
His Pote difpofes of she Conful’s Chnir :

-8y _as their Years requiee; fomss Fasbers call,

S Spns, and pleafantly adopt them ol
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If be lives well that eats well, come s light, -

Let’s go, led by our ruling Appetite. e
Let’s Fith and Hunt as Gargil us'd to do,

Who ev’ry Morning bad his Servants go,

With Poles, and Nets, and Spears, and march slong

The well-fill'd Market-place, and bufie Throng,

That ene of many Mules might carsy home 8s
A Boar, that be bad bought, thro’ gazing Romse,

Let’s Bath, ¢’en whil(t the undigefted Load

Lyes crude, forgetting what is juft and good :

Fit to be wax'd, Ulyffes Mates outright,

Who lov’d their Country lefs than bafe Delight. 9
If nothing, as Mimernus ftrives to prove, '
€Can c'er be pleafant without wanten Love ;

Then live in wanton Love, thy Sport purfue,

Let that employ thy precious Times Adicu. .

1f you know better Rules than thefe, be free, Y]
Impart them, but if not, ufc thefe with me.

EPIST. VIL

3. He excafesh bimfelf for w8 waiting om Mace~
nas. 2. Commends bis Generefity. 3. His mo-
derate Defires,

1.
IN five Days time I promis'd you, my Lerd,

To be in Town memmme .
And yet all duguf# paft have broke my Word
Bat, Sir, if you defign that I fhou'd live,
While now [ fear I fhall be fickly, give s
That Pardon to me which you wou'd allow, y
Suppofe, my Lerd, 1 were already fo : '
While .Axtunm burns, and Dog-ftars Beams do sage;
While all Difcafes that sttend on Age '
Are whiting now upon the Year, i
While frequent Mourners in {ad Pomp sppess, g
And careful Parcats for their Children fear,

T Ny A\
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When each officious Vifit furely kilis,
Brings dangerous Feavers, and unfeals our Wills ;
If Winter’s fharp, and fpreads the Fields with Snows,
Down to the warm Sea-fide thy Poet goes,
There fudy little, and take foft Repofe.
And then when Spring returns, and Swallows come,
’ll fee you, if you pleafe, my Lord, at Romse.
I

Your Kindaefs makes me rich, unlike to theirs

" Who thus invite their Guefts to eat their Pears.

Come, pray, Sir, cat : Sir, I'm content with shefe ;

Yhen pray, Sir, take as many as you pleafe ;

Your little Boys will eat them, tho’ but fmall :

Thanks, Sir, as much as if I took them all :

Then pray, Sir, take them, yet as you think fit,

But all the Pears you leave my Hogs muft eat :

Fools only give what they do fcorn and hate,

This Seed ftill bath, and fill will bear ingrate : *

But when the wife Men and the good beftow,

Tho’ they true worth, from bare pretences know,

They tell you, you deferv'd it long ago.

If you wou'd have me fill attend your Train,

Reftore my Vigour and my Youth agaio

My curl'd black Locks fpread o’er my narrow Face,

Reftore my merry Talk, and {miling Grace ;

And make me fit again for Love’s Defign,

And t’ mourn-coy Cyners o’er a Glafs of Wine.

A hungry Fox, when pinch'd for want of Mest,

Crept thro’ a little Hole to Heaps of Wheat,

And there well fil'd be wou'd return again

Thro’ the fame Chink ; he firove, but ftrove in vain

111

When lo the Weefel cry'd, A4/urd Defign,
Fox, yon were thin and lean when you got in,
And if you Soould get osit be quite as thin,
Ts this apply’d to me? I now reftore
'I:F Gifts that came from you, and ask no more,
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: common People’s Sleep I do not praife,’

ife full my felf and fure of happy Days.

t wou'd I fell my Freedom and my Eafe,

rich Arabia, or the richer Seas.

Lord Mecenas, you do oft admire

| praife the ModeRly of my Defire.

1 King and Father I do oft cenfefs,

en prefent, and when abfent fpeak no lefs

w try if T can quietly refign

ate’er I have, be poor,- and not repine :
machus faid well, a barren Place

le, unfit for Horfe, it yields no Grafs ;-

r is it {pread into a fpacious Plain,

ides take your Prefents back again : )
in Things do fuit mean Men. Unmov'd I fee
1’s Pomp and State, they are no Charms to me.
usfrequented Tyéur’s quict eafe,

: fhady Plains, and foft Turentum pleafe..

ip, the famous Lawyer, coming home,

id as he walk’d the tedious Streets of Romse ;

# old, complaining, from his Houfe to Court:
feem a tedious Way, tho’ once but fhort).
faw"a fpruce neat Fellow of the Town

ng-his Nails hard by, and all alone.

setrius ( he then waited on his Lord)

quickly, run, engwire and bring me word,

" that Man is, what Trade, and.what Efiate,.
“is his Patrow, go, and sell me flraighs.

N
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rans, comes back, and fays; the Man by Name- -

eius Mena fpotlefs in his Fame,
Trade a Cryer, his Eftate but fmall,
ugh for Nature’s Wants, and that’s his All ;.
~ takes his Eafe, and now his Game purfues,
»ws how to get him Wealth, and how to ufe
Friends,. his Equals, and his Houfe his own ;.
| when his Bus’nefs and his Cares are done,
freely. takes the Pleafures of the Town,.

N §;

8o

W
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Well, 1 muft talk with bim, go fireight invite, L]
Go tell him be muft Sup with me to-night.
He went, but Mews fcarce believes the Boy,
Silently wond’ring betwixt Fear and Joy :
At laft pleads Bufinefs: What, am I deny'd ¢
Yes, be denies you out of Fear, or Pride: . »
Next Morning carly Philip chanc'd to meet

_ Blseius, felling Toys about the Street.
He comes up to bim there, and kindly faid,
Good-morrow, firft, Mea excus'd his Trade, -
The Clog that hindred that he did not wait 9
This Morning esrly at his Worfhip’s Gate 3
And lattly, that he had not feen him firft.
Says Philip, if you'll Sup with me to-night,
I will forgive you : Sir, what yos think fis : |
I'll wai¢ on yow 3 Then come at Theee, he faid; 100
Be fure you come ; now go, and mind your Trade.
He came and Supp'd, and Takk'd, and, well content,
He thank’d his Worfhip, and away he went.
When after this he was obferv’d to wait,

And often come to tafte the treach’rous Bait 3 108
Each Morn a Clieat, and a Gueft at Noon 3

. ©ne Feaft, when no Court bufinefs cou’d be done;
Ris Patron ask’d him to ride out of Town

He yiclds, and mouated on a flately Horfe,
He entertains him with a long Difcourfe 5 I
The Sabine healthy Air, and fruitful Field
He praifeth ; Philip faw bis drift, and fmild,
And fo to end the Talk, and make more Sport,
He gives him, and (to cut the Story fhort)
Lends him two hundred Pounds; and.then perfwrades 11§
To buy a Farm, and leave his former Trades ;
He takes the Counfel, buys, and leaves the Town,
Puts off the modith Spark, and turns a Clown : ~
Talks nothing but of Furrows, and of Vines,.
Improvement of his Land, and fuch Defigus : 10
He minds his Trees, and takes a World of Pain,
+- Ggows Grey upon his Caxes, amd Thoughts of Gain :
N & .

e o o
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But when his Sheep were loft he knew not how,
His Goats difeas’d, his Corn refu’d to grow, E :
And hab’ring Oxen dy’d beneath the Plough : .
Vex'd at the various Lofs, away he goes, S
At Midnight, in a Rage, to Philip’s Houfes

When Philip faw him hattily appear, i
Deform’d and rough bis Face, untrim’d his Hair

Mena, fays be, You [pend yowr felf with Care. 138
Good Patron, he cry'd out, in wild affright,

Pray, call me Whetch, if you wou’d call me right 5.

By thee, by all that’s good, and all that’s dest,

By all you love, my Lord, and all you fesr,

1 beg your Pity ; eafe my vexing Pgin, 135
And turn me to my former Life again.

He that hath: omce perceiv’d the tréach’rous Bait).

And how his firft excells his prefént State,

Let him return unto bis former Care,

And follow what be left ; *tis juft and fair) 340%
By our own Foot to meafure what we are,

EPIST. VIII. Tobis FriendCELSUS:

He complains of the Sicknefs of bis Mind, and gives
kis Friend Advice.

O prythee, Mufe, my loving Thoughts exprefs;.
G And wifh my Q%:’Hallt‘;:gmdol-‘l’ngppimfs .
And if by chance he asks thee hew I do,
Tell him I make a Noife, a gawdy Show ;.
¥ promife mighty Things, I nobly firive ;.  J
Yet fay what ill, unpleafant Life I live :
Not ’caufe the Hail doth break my Vines, or beat
My Corn, nor caufe my Olives fhrink with Heat 3
Or Herbs grow fickly in my Foreign Plain ;
No, but becaufe my Soul is vex'd with Pain, »
(The Body found) it is a fherp Difeafe, '
And yet I can’t endure to hear of Eafe : ‘
’ - e
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1 ftorm at my Phyfician, hate my Friend,
Becaufe they firive to wake my drowfie Mind :
1§ ¥ good I hate, and what will hurt approve, 15
“mtlcd ftill, and as wild Fancies rove, . §
At Tyber, Rome, at Rome 1 Tyber love.
Then ask him how he doth with his Command,
And how he pleafeth Clasdius and his Band ;
If he fays Well, then firft be fure rejoice,. 20
And after, with a fmall inftru&ive Veoice,
Infufe this Precept at his lit’'ning Ear, -
We will bear you, as you your Fortune bear,

EPI1ST. IX.

He commends bis Friend Septimius 2o 'Claw—
dius Nero..

I Think my Friend, my Dear Septimius, koew
How great an- Intereft, Sir, I bave in you ;.
For he fill asks and begs me as a Friend,
He importunes me that I wou'd commend,
And bring him to your Service ; he is fit $
Fot. Nero’s Train.and Love, who does admit E
None but good Men, and Men of Senfe and Wit,
He thinks me Intimate, my Intereft good,
And more than I myfelf ¢’er underftood :
I long deny'd, a thoufand Tricks I us'd; - ~ e
And urg'd a thoufand Things to be excus'd s
But fearing 1 thou’d feem too fhy, to own
My Pow’r with you, kind to myfelf alone,
And Scandals of a worfer Fault prevent,
I'm turn’d, my Lord, a modeft Impudent,. 1§
I boldly ask ; now if you can commend
My Boldnefs in the Service of my Friend,
Accept Septimins, let him fill your Train,
‘T promife him a {tout and honcft Man,

- S Le1sT,
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EPIST. X.

To bis Friend Fuscus ARISTIUS.

2890

3. Prefers the Country before the Ciry. 2, The

Covetons muft be Slaves.

- L :

ALL Health-I Lover of the Country fendr
To Fufeus, the gay. City’s greateft Friend 5

Brothers in all things elfe, what one approves,

Or flies, the other likewife hates or loves,

We Nod together like old acquainted Doves.

And now we difagree in this alone,

Our Humours differ here; you love the Town,

Auad I the pleafant Plains, and purling Flood,.

The Groves, and mofly Banks, and fhady Wood.

In fhort, Llive, I reign, fince I'm retir’d:

From that which you as much’as Heav’n admir'd,

« Like one at laft from the Priefts fervice fled,

« Loathing the hony’d Cakes, I long for Bread:

BPo you a Life to Nature’s Rules defign,

Aund feck fome fit Foundatien to begin,

Some Bafis where this happy Frame to.raife #

The quict Country is the fitteft place.

" Where is the Winter’s Cold more mild than here?

#nd when the Sun afcends, and burns the Year,

Where docs a more delightful. Wind affiwage

The Dog-ftar’s fury, or the Lion’s rage ?

Or where do envious Cares break fewer Dreams?

Do Flowers fhine lefs, or fmell lefs {weet than Gems?

‘Ave Streams more pure that Leaden Pipes convey,

2

Than thofe fair Springs that with their wanton play, z;}

And gentle Murmars, eat their eafie Way 2
E’en midft our Palaces we plant a Grove,

And Gardens drefs 3 or €arc fhows what we love : Tl
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That Houfe is moft efteem’d, he wifely builds
That bath a Profpe to the open Fidda.
Strive to expel firong Natare, ’tis in vain,
With doubled force fhe will return again,
And conquering rife above the proud difdain.
Wot thefe thae drive & Trade in Tyrisn Dyes,
Yet know not Counterfeits, nor how to prize,
More vexing and more certain Cheats purfue,
Than thofe that can’t ditinguifh falfe from true.
Thofe whomy the Smiles of Fate too much delight;
Their fudden Frowns more thake and more
What you admire, you will be loth to lofe;
Greatnefs and Fortune's gilded fnares refufe:
 4n bumble Roof, plain Bed, and bwmble Board,
¢ More clear and mose untainted {weets afford,
% Than all the Tumult of wainGreataels brings,
“ To Kings, ot the fwoln. Favourites of Kings.
IL
Both fed ¢ , ill, with injur’ous force,
bhe fouter mpell’d the weaker Horfe
e beaten flies to Man to right his Caufe,
Begs help, and takes the Bridle in his Jaws.
Yet, tho’ he conquer’d, tho’ he rul'd the Plain,
He bore the Rider ftill, and felt the Rein.
‘Thus the mean Wretch, that fearing to be poor,
Doth fell his Liberty for meaner Ore,
Muft bear a Lord, be muft be Rill a Slave,
'That cannot ufe the little Natare gave.
Him whom his Wealth doth net exa&ly fit;
Whofe Stores too clofely, or teo loofely fit,
- Like Shoes ill made and faulty, if teo great
'They overturn, and pinch him if too frait,
Content, Ariflins, with thy prefent ftore,
Theu wilt kive wifcly and not with for more
Aud let me, priythee, feel thy fharp reproof,
H 1 hall ftrive for more than juft enough,
* Moncy muft rule, or muft ebey the Mind,
Mt for Service than for Rule defigrid,
< .

V-

k

1]



EPIST. XI. Lis. k201

Behind Vacuna’s Fane thefe Lines I drew; .
Well pleas’d with ev'ry thing, but wantiag youa.

EPIST. XL

o bis Friend Bullatus, wko bad been Travelling ;
Tbas Happinefs may be bad awy where.

Ullatus, how did pretty Sawos fhow,
Chios and ftately Sardis, let me know,

I€ they are fach ss-Fame reports, oz no?
Or can you find more pretty things at herae ?.
Are all thefe Places mean compar’d to Rewe?
Or clfe doth fome 4r1alian City pleafe,
Or Lebedus, where tir'd with boift’rous Seas,
And tedious Roads, you firft fat down to Eafe?
Now Defart Lebedus contains bue few,
And lefs.than Gabii o Fidena knew, »
Yet there my days I,with Content cou’d: fpend,
Forget, and be forgot by ev'ry Friend.
There fafe at fhore fee Winds and Storms esgage,
And {mile from Land at diftant Nepans’s Rage :
But he that comes to Reme, thro’ Rain and Mirs, 35
‘Wou'd not live always by a Kitchen Fire.
And he that’s ecold commends not Biths and Heat,
As if they made a happy Life compleat. '
Nor "caufe Storms tofs fhou'dft thou firait feck thy Eafe,
And {ell thy Ship beyond ZEgeas Seas. 20
Fair Myselens will prove as great a good
To Men of fober Miuds, as Tyéer's Flood
‘To Swimmers, when cold Winds feverely blow,
As Frecze in Summer, Silks in Froft and Snow.,
While Fortune fmiles, and gives thee happy days, S
Chios at Rome, and abfent Samos praife; -
Take thankfully thofe hours the Gods fhall give;
Ufe while you may, and be not flow to live.
For if ’tis Reafon, and not change of Air,
That brings foft Reft, and frees oue Wm~%@k
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Thofe that beyond-Sea go fhall fadly find, ‘
They change their Climate only, not their Mind,

A bufic Idlenefs deftroys our Eafe,

We Ride and Sail to feek for Happinefs.

Yet what we feek with ev’ry Tide and Wind, )
We: can c'en here, or at Uluéra find, %
If we can have but a contented Mind.

EPIST. XIL

3. Defires bis Friend Lccius 2o be comtens. 2. Com
mends Pompey Grofphus #¢ bim. 3. Tells bow
the Affairs in Italy fland.

L.

IF You can ufe dgrippa’s vaft Eftate,

Which now you manage, ’tis the height of Fate,

Not Fove. himfelf cou’d give a greater fore, "

Tho’ grown profufe; my Friend, comphin no more, }

He that hath things for ufe is never poor. 5

If thou haft cleanly Food and Suits enow,

iWhat more than this can kingly Wealth beftow 2

If at full Tables, ftor’d with dainty Meat,

You can contain,. and Herbs and Mallows eat,

Thus thou wilt live, if prodigal of her ftore, 1

‘The Golden Streams of Fortune gild thee o'er: '

{Caufe Money cannot Nature’s ftamp deface,

And all things you below true Virtue place:

Why fhou’d we wonder, is it firange to find,

Demosritus grown poorer , while his Mind 'l;§

Was gone abroad, and left his Limbs behind ?

‘While you thro’ clogs of Gain can pobly climb,

And midtt dull Avarice think on things Sublime;

What bounds the raging Sea, what rules the Year?

Whether, by.their own force, the Planets err, »

Or fome fuperior Guide? What fpreads the Night?

‘What hides the Moon? What fills bes Face with Ugbtt&
W,
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What difagreeing Seeds of Things can make?
The Stoicks or Empedocles miftake? _
What-ever Life you live, or Fifhes drefs'd, 25y
Or Lecks and Onions kil’d do make your Feafty -
I
Be kind, let Pompey Grofphus be your Gueft.
W hat he fhall ask (he'll ask but little) grant,
Friends are in {mall Etcem where good Men want.
1L
But now to tell how Rome’s Affairs do ftand, 30
Cantabria yields to ftout dgrippa’s Hand;
Armenia Claudins Nero's Courage feels,
*the haughty Parthian now to Cefar koeels;
‘And golden Plenty, with a bounteous Hand,
Rich Harvefts freely fcatters o’er our Land. 35

EPIST. XIL

To bis Friend Vinnius Afella, about prefenting bis
: Books to Cefar.

S I advis’d you oft before you went,

I beg thee, Vinnius, now my Books prefent
To Cefar, feal'di when vexing Cares are fled,
When well,. when merry, when he atks to read:
Left over-bufie in thy kind Defigns,
You chufe ill Hours, and make him hate my Lines:
But if the Pack fhall pinch thee throw it down, ’
Refufe to bear it, and the weight difown, ,
Rather than having paft the tedious Road, e
Thy Saddle fhake, and firive to caft the Load; 10
And thus make good thy Father's ancient Name, '
Be 4fs indeed, a publick Talk and Shame :
With all chy firength o’er Lakes and Mountains run, :
And, when thofe Streights are paft, you. reachthe Town, i
Take heed, and what you bring difclofe to none: 15
Be fhy, and cautious, nor my Books proclaim,
Nor bear them, as a Ruffick would a Lamb,

Nnde
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Under thy Arm, as if thy Hands were full,

As drunken Pyshia casries pilfer’d Wool:

As when invited to his Landlord’s Houfe,

A Country Tenant bears his Hat and Shoes :
Proclaim not that you fweat thofe Lines to bear,
Which will detain Great Cefar’s Eyes and Ear ;
Make all the hafte my eager With requires,
Farewel, take heed you anfwer my Defires.

EPIST. XIV.

D0 bis Steward, thas he prefers tke Conntry
the City, and why.

YOU Steward of my Woods and pleafant Phin,
Which when Ireach, I am my felf again :
Conteran’d by you, tho’ it hath kept alone

Five ancient Dwellers, and is often known

To fend five Senators to Baris’s Town,

Come, now ’tis time, let’s fee which of the two,
I from my Mind, or from my Paftures yov,
Can pluck Thorns beft, and which is better tili'd,
And which is better, Horace, or his Field:

" 'Tho’ Lamia’s Piety, and mournful Care,

That weeps his Brother’s Fate, detains me here;
¥et @ill my Mind’s abroad, my Soul doth ftrive
‘TG uréak the Bars, and get free room to live,

1 praife the Country, you the happy Town:

He that loves others States diflikes his own :

We blame the Places, both deceiv’d and Fools,
s undeferv’d, the fault is in our Souls:

Our Souls ¢hat are their own Companions fill,
And groan beneath their Native load of IH.

In Town your Wifhes beg'd the Ficlds snd Plain,
A Farmer now you ask the Town again,

I conftant to my felf part griev’d from home,
Wlicn hated Bufinefs forces me to Romse.

bfre |
K
"

)
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e two do very different Things admire,

= widely difagree in our defire. 2§
hat you call lonely Melancholy Secats,

Man of my Opinien, as he bates }
bat you think fair, accounts them fine Retreats.

1e Oily Ord’naries, the Stews do move :
1y Withes for the Town, they.raife thy Love, 30
id ’caufe my little Farm doth bear no Vine,

t Frankincenfe, I fee thy wild Defign: §
> neighb'ring Tuvern there to fell thee Wines

o wanton Songftrefs there to pleafe thy Senle,

»d raife thy heavy Limbs into a Dance: 74
et thou doft labour, thou doft toyl and fow,

nd break thy Ficlds, that never felt the Plough :

et you take Care, you wath my blesting Flocks,

nd gather Bcughs to feed my wearied Ox.

nd if the River run above the Bound, 40
woln big with Rain, you rsifc a fironger Mouad,
nd teach it to forbear the Meadow Ground. B

‘'ow why thefe things fo differently appear
o us, and what divides our Fancies, hear 3

that lov’d all the Frolicks of the Town, L
url'd powder’d Locks,  fine and gawdy Gownj
bat pleas’d coy Cyners withoue a price,
hat lov’d Debauch, and courted ev’ry Vice,
fow like fhort Suppers, and at civil Hours, -
nd Sleep by purling Streams, on Banks of Flow’rs. g0
nce to be wild is no fuch foul difgrace,
2t 'tis fo ftill to run the frantick Race:
here on my Joys no fquint-ey’d Envious wait,
'one frowns, none looks sskew, no fecret hate,
’ith venom’d Tooth, doth bite: My Neighbours fimile gp
o fec me bufy at my little Toil. o
1t you had rather be remov’d to Town,
bst way your Mind and esger Wifhes run:
be City Slaves, the while the Country love,
ad evy shee, thy Garden and thy Grave; T:
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The Ox the Saddle asks, the Afs the Plough,
Let All (that’s beft) purfue the Arts they know.

EPIST. XV.

To bis Friend Vala, inquiring what be can ba
the place whither be defigns to retire for
bis Health.

DEar Vala, pr'ythee, quickly fend me Word,
What Velia, what Salernum can afford ?

How hot the Wintert If the Air be good?

What manner’d Men live there? And what’s the Ror
True, my Phyfician tells me 1 may ufe

The Bajan Baths, but thofe their help refufe,
Becaufe in Wiater cooler Streams I chufe,

That I thould leave their Groves, their fulphurous S
So fam’d for curing knotty Gouts, contemn ;

The whole Town mourns, and curfes the Difesfe,
That makes us feek the Clufian Springs for Eafe:
That makes ug leave her Groves, her warmer Seat,
For unfrequented Gady’s cool Retreat.

To change my Station now I muft begin,

And force my Horfe beyond my ufual Inn:

So ho, where now? the angry Riders fay,

Aad ftifly pull the Rein, that’s not the way,

We're got for Bay or Cume: and then they footh,
But bridled Horfes Ears are in their Mouth,

Which yields the moft, and which the fweeteft Grais
Whether they fet out Tubs to catch the Rain,

Or clfe have conftant Springs, their Water clear?

For [ don’t like the Wine they fancy there;

(True, when at home, then any Drink will pleafe,
But when I go abroad to take my Eafe,

Enjoy Seas Warmth, my Thoughts from Cares ref
My Liquor muft ‘be good, if I wou’d live :

Sach as will fill my Veina with gen’rous fire,

Rring certain Hopes of Health, and Thoughts infpire :
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s may make my wanton wifhes rife, g0
10w me young and grateful to my” Mifs :)
: moft Hares run, moft Bores infeft the Plains?
1 Sea moft Oyfters, which moft Fifh contains ?
while I live I .may be plump and gay}
rrite me Word, I'll credit what you fay. 35
', when all his little Lands were gone,
fely fpent, and he a Man o’th’ Town;
y> at no certain Board he din'd,
aufe to lodge, but rail'd at Foe and Friend;
er Rogue to jeer, and fharp to feign, 40
to fcandalize; the very Bane
iin of the Shambles; what he got
allow’d ; all went down his greedy Throat.
'hen his Cheats not anfwer’d his Defires,
little came from Fops, and bubbl'd Squires, 4
feed on Guts, and on the vileft Meat, '
wing as much as three large Bears could eat:
ber he, while thus be bardly far'd,-
bave, forfoath, the Spend-sirifts Bellies fear'd :
e fame Memius, when his Gains were more, $o
1 his Gut he wafted all bis Store,
all to Smoak and Afhes, us'd to cry,
nder, Faith, to fee that Men feed high,
10t the World a faiver Sight can fhow, :
be large pickled Belly of a Sow. 55
ft like him; when poor, O bew I love
ife and litcle Store, and how approve! -
rich, thea thofe are bleft, and only thofe, .
ftately Houfe their hidden Treafure fhows, g
ive fo well, none take fuch foft Repofe, Go

5%

RRISY.
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EPIST. XVL !ll
1. To bis Friend Quintus, & Defcription of bisksh &
Farm. 1. Advice concerning a bappy Life. !

I
SK me net, Quintus, what my Farm dothyidd
Whether ’tis Hay or Corn that crowns my Field;
Elms cloab’d with Vines, or Fruit, or Olives rife,
I'll tell you what it is, and bow it lies,
A Ridge of Hills a fhady Vale divides, , ¥
And takes the Sun’s kind Rays on both her Sides;
The right Hand opens to the rifing Day,
The left Hand gently takes the fetting Ray;
Yeu like the Clime: If ev'ry Hedge that grows )
Doth bluth in Cornoils, or doth mourn in Sloes, ]
1f Beechen Groves and fruitful Oaks afford '
Meat for my Catzle, Shadés for me their Lord,
You'd think Tarentams’s plesfant Fields remove
To wait on me, and fpread a fhady Grove.
A pleafant Spring, almoft a River flows, 1
Net Heber’s Streams the Thracian Fields inclofe
With Waves more cool and clear ; the Waters fpread
To purge the Stomach good, and cleanfe the Head.
Thefe pleafant, (nay ’tis true) thefe {weet Retreats
Preferve my Health amidft the Summer’s Heats, ]
1I.
And you live well, if what Fame fays be true,
For all admire, and Rowe doth boaft of you.
She calls you happy; but, my Friend, I fear
You more believe what others fay you are,
Than what you know your felf : 3
Eftcem none happy but the Wife and Good 3
Nor when you're flatter’d by the heedlefs Crowd
That you look well, diffemble thy Difeafe,
Sit down to feaft, and give it time to feize,

e am s
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itil it fhakes, and thou canft eat no more : 30
is foolith Shame to hide a fet'ring Sore,

ppofe onc fpeaks of Wars and noble Fights,

Wd with thefe Words thy empty Ears delights:

ve, who for yom, and for the People caves,

aves flill in doubt whofe Safety moft prefers, 35
@ Pesple yours, or_elfe the People’s you.

oft fee this Praife is only Cefar’s due:

et when they call thee Good, canft thou uﬂ:?

wft thou confent that That belongs to [

w you and I both love the Crowd fhou'd fay 4o
hat we are good, but what that gives to-day, §
o-morrow, if it pleafe, it takes away:

s when it Offices on Fools beftows,

bey call them back, and fcorn the Man they chole:
1y down, ’tis ours, they cry; I lay it down 4
sor naked Wretch, nd griev'd depart, and frown?

he fame Crowd calls me Thief, they pafs a Vote

bat I'm wuchafi, or cut my Fasher's Throat

ad with falfe Scandals bite me; " muft I-fear, ‘
loft I look pale for this? Or fhed a Tear? g0
lfe Honours pleafe, and falfe Reports difgrace

ud trouble, whom? The vicious and the bafe ¢

%o then is Good? Why, be that keeps the Laws,

od ancient Rites; whofe Word fecures a Caufe:

'ho reconciles his Neighbours, free from Strife, - ¢
ad feems to lead a fair and honeft Life:

et all his Neighbours know him bafe within,

is Out-fide's fair, his Infide’s black with Sin,

ippofe my Shve fhov’d fay, I neither fly,

or fieal: Well, thow baft thy Reward, foy I, R )
how art ne feourg’d: 1 never kil’d a Man,

2ll, thos fhalt not be hang’d, or torn with Pain:

st I am thrifty, honeft, good, and wife ;

&ellus cannot grant it, nay denics:

o crafty Foxes dread the focret Snare, és
he Kite and Hawi, witho’ abic ‘Bait -be faiv, '
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Yet never ftoop where they fufpe@ & Ginj
The Good for Virtue’s fake abhor a Sin.

>Tis fear of Punithment reftrains thy Will,
Give Leave, how cagerly wou'dit thou be ill ?
Suppofe you fteal few Grains from flores of Whex
The Lofs, tis true, is lefs, the Crime’s as great:
The Man that’s hopeft in the People’s Eyes,
When-c’er he kills a coftly Sacrifice,

A Pig or Bull, and while his Vows are good,
Apollo, Fansshear, he prays sloud ;

But murmurs foftly, to be heard afraid,

Good, Goad Laverna, bear me, grant me Aid

For fuch a Cheas, let all believe me Good,

Let me feems juft and bonef} to the Crowd,

And o'er my Cheats and Forgeries fpread a Clond.
How are the Covetous than Shaves more free,
That-bafely ftoop for ev’ry Pin they fee,

T can’ imagine. He that flill doth crave

Mufi fear, and he that fears mufi be a Slave:

For he hath loft his Arms, and bafely fled,
Left Virtue’s Camp, and all her Laws betray'ds
That’s eager to be rich, that firives for more,
Goces on, and dies beneath the weighty Store:
Forbear to kill the Captive thou canft fell,

His Work will bring thee Gain, he'll ferve thee well:
Whether he tills thy Field, .or feeds thy Sheep,
Or Sails, and Winters in the raging Deep: -

A Man that’s Good and Wife will boldly fay,
Well Pentheus, King of Thebes, Why this Delay t
Pray, what muft I expec ? What muft I fear,
What undeferv’d muft I be forc'd to bear?

I’ll take away thy Goods: My Flocks, my Land,
You may, *tis (ubject all to your Command :

I'll chain and rob thee of thy Liberty,

Ab, God, when-¢'er I pleafe, will fet me free:

I think I know what thefe his Words defign,
I'll die, of things Death is the utmoft Line.

=
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Advifeth bis Friend Sceva o chufe, and how to be-
bave bimfelf in the Greas Men's Acquaintance.

HO", Sceva, thou haft Wit enough to chufe

&  The Great Men’s Favour, and art skill'd to ufes

Yet hear what thy unskilful Friend can fay,
As if one blind pretends to thow the way;

Yet fce a while if what is fairly fhown

Be good, and fuch as you may make your own
If you delight fa Eafe, and quiet Joys,

Xf ratling Coaches, and the Tavern’s Noife
Difturbs thee, Sceva, then refufe the Charms
Of Greatacefs, live upon thy little Farms;

<« For Pleafures do not follow only Wealth:

«¢ Nor lives he ill, that lives and dies by ftealth
But if you love to aim at nobler Ends,

And wou'd be able to affit your Friends,

Live well thy flf, and better thy Eftare,

Now thou art dry, go foak upoa the Fat :

1t Ariftippus patiently cou’d Dine

On Herbs, he wou'd the Courts of Kings decline:
If he that cenfures me knew how to ufe

The Courts of Kings, he wou'd his Herbs tefufe:

Now which of thefe you think is beft, declare;
Or clfe, my Junior you, with Parience hear
Why Ariftippus Humour’s bett; for thus

He bob'd the Cynick, as the Story goes:

I for my felf, to pleafe the People you

Break Jefts; my way’s the better of the two:

1 make my Court, am free from fear or force ;
To carry me the King provides a Horfe, ‘

While you beg fcraps : and the® you boatt you live,

And nothing want, are lefs than thof¢ that give:

All Fortune fitted riflippus well, ‘

Aiming at greater, pleas'd with what befely
)

25
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But for the Cynick, I fhou'd think it firange,

If he cou'd look but comely in a Change: -

‘The one will not expe& a Purple Coat, ET

But howfoever cloath’d, he walks about, .

. Thro’ Court and Town, and, with a decent Art,

In cither Habit neatly a&s his Part:

But Purple, or 2 Gown of Cloth of Gold,

The other hates, and he will die with Cold, )

Unlefs you will his tatter’d Rags reftore;

Go give him Rags, and let the Fool be poor :

To War, and Triumphs near Fove’s glorious Throne,

*Tis all Divine, ’tis Cefar's work alone: _

To pleafe the Great is not the fmalleft Praife, 4

Not all can go to Corinth now-a-days ;

He never ftrives that doth defpair to gain,

Well, doth he bravely a& that doth obtain?

Yet here, or no where, we may hope to find

What we defire: By one the weight’s dedlin’d, ;e}

Too great for his fmall Strength, and little Mind:

Another veatures, takes, and bears the fame,

Or Virtue is a Show, an empty Name,

Or he that tries, walks right to Wealth and Fame,

The Man that’s filent, nor proclaims his Want,

Gets mare thaa him that makes a loud Complaint:

1t differs whether fairly you reccive, E
bo

~-
-

gr rudely foatch the things the Great can give,
et that’s the chiefeft meafure bow to live:
My Mother’s poor, my Farms too mean to fell,
And yet not yields enough to keep me well,
My Nicce a Portion wants, my Fortune’s low;
He that fays thus, he cries cloud, Beffow :
And when he hath it, others rife and fay,
Divide the Booty, we will fhare the Prey; 65
But could the talking Crow in quiet eat,
His Envy had been lefs, but more his Meat:
_{mall Retainer in a Noble’s Train
0 fair Surrenswm, that doth fill complain,
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The Road is bad, it Rains, “tis very Cold; 70
My Cheft is rifled, and I've loft my Gold; .

Does like the Jilting Whores that often mourn,

Ab me! my Garser's loft, my Hood is torn;

Until at laft, unheeding the Complint,

We give no credit to their real want: 78
A Man, that hath been once abus'd, grows fhy; )
He views a Cripple with an heedlefs Eye;

Nor lends a helping Hat&baltho’ he fwears

By Iffs, foft’ning ev'ry Oath.with Tears,

Belicve me I'm no Cheat, and fadly cries, 8o
O Cruel, help the Lame: The Crowd replies,

Go feck a Stranger to believe thy Lyes.

EPIST. XVII
Zo bis Friend LoLL1US.

Advice to bis Friend how to bebave bimfelf, and get
the Love of all.

FREE Lollius, if I rightly hit thy Mind,
You will be always fuch as you pretend,
Not prove a Flasterer, and profefs a Friend:
For Friends and faithlefs Flatterers differ more, .
Than a chaft Matron and a common Whore, $
But ftay, my Friend, there is another Vice

uft oppofite, and almoft worfe than this:
A Clownifh Roughnefs, and unkindly clofe,
Unfriendly, tiff, and peevifbly morofe ;
Which doth commend her felf and firive to pleafe, 10
With blackith Teeth, ftretch’d Skin and ruftick Drefs,
It prides its felf, and wou’d be thought to be
Clean perfe& Virtue, and meer Liberty.
Virtue doth Vice, as two Extreanms, divide,
Drawn up from both, aud leans to neither Side. g
This, headlong to obey at ev’ry Feaft,
To pleafe the gréat Ones, jecrs the meaner Guelt,

a 0O Tw
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The rich Man’s Nod doth fo feverely dtead,
Corre@s himfelf, and takes up what he faid, .
As if you hicard a trembling School-boy fay ]
His Part, or the Rehearfal of a Play.
That frives for Trifles, and for Toys contends,
Ho isin carneft, what he fays, defends:
That 1 fboséd not be trufied wright or wreng, !
Or be debarr'd ihe freedom of my Tongue; 3y |
And not bawl what I pleafe! To part with this
I think another Life too mean % price.
The Queftion is, Pray whas? Why, which ¢1n boatt
Or Docilis or Caffor's knowing moft,
Or whether thro' Numicum beea’t as good P
To fair Brundufium, as the dppian Road :
Whom coftly wenching, or a gawdy Whore,
Or whom the Race, whom Dice makes.quickly poor:
Or who's a Fop, and who perfumes his Hait,
Or’s-finer drelt than his Eftate will bear; .3
Who for meer thirft of Goid doth gather ftare,
And who out of pure fear of being poor:
Thy rich Friend better ftor'd in all DefeGs
And Vicethan Thee, or hates Thee or correéts,
And as good Mothers he will ofc advife, 40
I wifh youw'd be more Virsuous and more Wife
Than I my felf am now, I vow I do;
And faith, to fpeak the truth, moft times s fo,
My Wealth will bear my Folly (ceafe to firive
With me) Sir, you bave fcarce enough to lrve ; o
Contract your Vices, Sir, forbear to vie,

o muft not rake fo great & range as I,

he Man, Eutrapelus wou'd have undone
g fireight prefeated wich a gawdy Gown, -
That he, grown happy in his fine Attire, 50
Might take new Hopes and raife his Wifhes higher,
Forego his honeft Trade for eafie Vice,
Sleep on till Noon, and follow Whores and Dice,
Take Mony up, till he bath fpent his All, -
Aad drives a Cart for Bread, or totin Y g‘\
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ot thro’ Secrets; what thou learn’ft conceal,
Wing and Anger rack thee to reveal :
not thine own, or fcorn thy Friends delight;
when he'd bhave thee hunt, keep home and write.
Zethus once with his Amphiom Rtrove, Ge
Brother, ’till at laft they join'd their Love;
fofter Harp grew mute, he left his Quill,
ion yielded to his Brother’s Will :
sur the great Ones, quick Obedience yield :
ight Commands, and when he takes the Field ~ 6g
Nets, or Hawks, or Hounds, no Sport refufe,
» off thy lazy and ill-hamour’d Mule :
thou may’t cat at Night what thou haft caught,
up with them; for this the Ancients taught,
this the: Romans ufe, "tis free from fhame, 7
rood for Life, and Health, and gets thee Fame,
thou art well in Health, or firong to wound
ight the Bore, or to out-run the Hound,
- with more Art than you can caft a Spear,
know when you within the Lilts appear 75
Crouds all clap ; Nay ¢en your tender Age
r'd the Wars, and ficrce Cantabrian Rage,
Captain he, the brave and the Divine,
brought our Enfigns from the Parthian Shrine,

:m’d our Fame, and what-c’sr Laod remains 8o
ves to make it feel the Roman Chains,

eft you part, and no Excufz cao ftow,

? I muft confefs what-¢’er you do }
. and decent, and becoming you:

times you toy at home, your Boats divide, 85
uadron ftands drawn up on ecither fide ;
wr direGion fir'd with martial Rage,
the Actian fight, the Boys ingage,
Soldiers Fury, and with Soldiers Art;
one, your Brother leads the other part: 90
Lake’s rough Adria’s Flood, *till one’s o'erthrown,
fudden. Victary doth the other crown :.

Qs - He
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He that thinks you agree with his defign,

Will clap with both his Hands, and favour thine,
But to advife you, if you want Advice,

Take heed of whom you fpeak, and what it is,
Take heed to whom, avoid the bufie Men,

Fly the inquifitive, they'll talk agen, .

And tell what you have faid, a leaky Ear

€Can never hold what it fhall chance to hear,
>Twill run all out, and what you once let fall

It flies, and ’tis impoffible to recall.

1€ thy great Friend keeps a fine Girl or Boy,

Be not in Love, and cager to enjoy,

Let he beftow that little gift to pleafe,

Or clfe deny, and heighten thy Difeafe.

Praife none “till well approv’d on fober Thoughits,
Left after you fhou’d bluth for others Faalts.
You prais’d a Rafcal, there you chanc’d to err,
Then don't defend him when his Crimes appear
But one approv’d, when Scandals prefs, defend;
Let him on thee, and on thy Fame depend
Whom Envy bites ; for thou may’Rt phinly fee
The danger will at laft come o’er to thee:

For you're in danger when the next’s on fire,

And Flames negle@ed often blaze the higher.

To court the Great-ones, and to footh their Pride,
Seems a {weet task to thofe that never try'd ;
But thofe that have, know well that Danger’s near,
It is a ticklifh point, and mix'd with fear.

De you endeavour while you cut the Main,
That no crofs Storm fhou'd tofs thee back again.
The A&ive hate the Dull, the Sad Jocofe,

The Dull the A&ive, Merry the Morofe;

Stout Jolly Topers fcorn the Sober Afs,

They bate thofe Fellows that refufe their Glafs;

- Altho’ they beg, altho’ they fwear they dread

The nightly Fumes, furr’d Mouth, and aching Head:

' :;( off all Clouds and Darknefs from thy Brow,

olly, Gay, and Mirth and Humow few, .

b

100

30§

s

120

12§

I3
AL §



.

EPIST. XIX. Lis. L.

or modeft Men are ofc thought cloudy Souls:
ad Men of little Talk, ill-natur’d Fools:

a ev’ry flate of Life be fure of this,

.ead o’er thy moral Books, confult the wife,

307

low thou may’tt live, how fpend thine Age in Peace,13§

eft Avarice, ftill poor, difturb thine Eafe ;

ir Fears fhou'd fhake, or Cares thy Mind abufe,
)r ardent Hope for things of little ufe.

Vhether Arts do Virtue breed, or Nature fend,

7hat leflens Cares, what makes thy felf thy Friend,

7hat calms thee, Honour, or admired Wealth;

r clofe Retirement, and a life by fealth.

7hen 1, my Friend, do go to take Repofe,

«t cold Mandela, where Digentia flows;

fandela my belov'd, but little Town,

7ith Cold and Froft all gray and wrinkled grown:
or what do you imagine that I care?

7hat think, what make the fubjet of my Prayy?
ot me have what I bave, or fomewhat lefs,

will flill be great enough for Happinefs; °

nd that 1 may, if Hepv'n more Years will give,

ive to my felf the tima I have to live :

fate in Books, and Food to ferve a Year,

o I fbow'd wavering hang 'twixt hope and fear.

nd this is all for which Mankind fhou’d pray,

nd beg of Fove, who gives and takes away ; -

et him ‘but Life, and mod’rate Plenty find,

od I'il provide my felf an happy Mind.

EPIST XIX. 7o MzczxAs.v

140

145

59

Rl

Of Poetry. 2. His own Excellencies. 3. Wby

not bik'd.

L
Y Lord, if what Cratinus fays be right,

Thiofe Verfes cannot live, thofe Lines delight; -

‘hich Water-drinkers Pen; in vain they Write,
0« '
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For e'er fince Bacchus did, in wild defign,

With Fauns and Satyrs half-mad Poets join,

The Mufes ev’ry Morning fmelt of Wine.

From Homer’s Praife his love of Wine appears,
Aud Ennins never dar’d to write of Wars

*Till heated well; let fober Dotards chufe

The Plodding Law, but never tempta Mufe ;
This Law once made, the Poets firait begin,
They drunk all night, all day they fmelt of Wine :
Suppofe a Man the courfeft Gown fhould wrear,
No Shoes, his Forehead rough, his Look fevere,
And Ape great Cato in his Form and Drefs,
Muft he bis Virtues and his Mind exprefs ?
While dull Hyaréir wih’d, and vainly ftrove,
To fpeak as fmoothly, and as aptly move

As fweet Timagenes, and reach his Arts,

He over-ftrain’d himfelf, and broke his Partss
Examples, Vice can imitate, deceive :

Shou'd I by Chance, or a Difeale, be pale,

The, Sots wouw'd drink their bloodle(s Cummin al.
Bafe Imitators, Slaves to others Wills,

3

10

20

How oft you move my Frowns, how oft my Smiks? 2§

1.

1 trod new Paths, to otbers Feet unknown
He that firft ventures, leads the others an:

1 firft the Romans keen Lambicks taught,
In numerous {moothnefs, and in height of thought,
1 match’d Archilocus, T fhow’d the Age
His Numbers, but forbore his murd’ring Rage,
But left you fay that I fall fhort of Fame,
Becaufe my Number’s his, my Verfe the fame
The Saphick {preetens all his bicter Vein, , .
And grave Alceik fmooths his rougher Difain :
The Subje&’s different, different t%e Deﬁgns,
And tho’ thro’ all a virtuous freedom fhines,
With no black Lines I daub, no envious breath
Dath foil Mea’s fatwe,. or Rhime a Spoufe to death.

" L
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This Verfe nc’er heard by Latin cars before,
I firft difcover’d from the Grecian Store;

And this delights me now that 1 am known,
And read for thefe Inventions of my own,

IIL. '
Now wou'd you know why our ungrateful Rome

Doth praife my Poems when with-me at home,

But flout abroad; I'll freely tell the Caufe:

I do not beg the empty Crowd’s Applaufe:

T do not often treat, nor do I fend

My old caft Suits, and bribe them to commend,

1 do not crowd to hear our Fops rechearfe,

Nor do I praife, and clap our Nobles Verfe :

I cannot run to ev’ry Pedant Fool,

And beg that he would read my Book in’s School :-

Hence fprings my Wo; now if I fay 1 fear

To bring dull Lines t'a crowded Theatre,

And vaunt my Trifles, firait, You jeer, you cry,

And keep your Verfe alone for Caefar’s Eye:

And proud you think that you alome can write

Sweet hony Lines, fine in your own Couceif :

A tart Reply to this I fear to give,

Left his fharp Nails thou'd fcratch me while I:tirive,

I do not like the Place, 1 freely fay,.

Forbear a whi'e, let’s take another day;

¥or Jeft Diflike, Diflike Contention bears,.

Coateation Hate, and Hate breeds dreadful Wars,

EPIST. XX.
The Conclufion to bis Book..

I Know you long ta vifit eviry Sall,

You wou'd be neatly bound, and fet to Sale;
The bars, that pleafe the modeft, trouble you,
And you commend, and court. the publick View;
And ‘moyrn that vou are hid, and feen by few. .

Os

so

55

Q'M
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Go to the Publick then, go where you ftrive,

‘Tho’ thou wert not thus bred, or taught to live:

There fhall be no Return when once thou'rt gone,

And thou wilt cry; Ah me! What have I done!
What have I beg'd! When one fhall call thee dull, 1
And fquecze thee when his Belly’s quickly full.

But now ualefs fond Rage befots my Mind,

Unlefs mere Hatred to thy Faults does blind,

I prophefie, and [ am fure s true;

You fhall be lik’d and prais’d at Romse while new; 1§
But when thou fhalt be foil'd by ev’ry Hand,

Then flighted, and to common Ufe prophan’d ;

To bind up Letters, and be torn, be toft,

And fly to other Countries ev'ry Poft,

Then I, who bave advigd in vain, fhall {mile, 20
As he that drove his Afs t’a craggy Hill: g
For who wou’d fave a thing againtt its Will?

At laft in Schools thou fhalt be thumb'd by Boys,

And there grow foolifh, old, and deaf with Noife.
But when at Evening many come to read, g
Tell them that I was meanly born and bred,

My Father poor, of fmall Eftate pofleft,

And that I firetch’d my Wings beyond my Neft.

But as you cut me fhort in Wealth, increafe

My Virtues, tell them I the greateft pleafe, 30
A little Man, and ftudious of my Eafe.

And pettifh too, I can be angry foen,

My Paffion’s quickly rais'd, but quickly gone,

Grown gray before my time, I hate the Cold,

And feck the Warmth; and if they ask how old, 35
Tell them, now Lollius fhares the Confuls Pow’s

With Lepidus, that 1 am forty four,

The End of the Firft Book of Epiftles.
1113
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EPISTLES.

The SEconDp Booxk:.

EPIST. L
0 Avsuérus‘.
A Difcourfe of Poetry.

HEN you alone fuftain the weighty Cares
Of all the World, and manage Peace and
Wars,
The Roman State by Virtue’s Rules a-
mend,
Adorn with Manners, and with Arms de--
fend,
To write a long Difcourfe, and wafte your TFime, 5
Againft the publick good wou'd be a Crime :
The ancient Heroes, tho’ in the blefs'd Aboads
Receiv'd when dead, exalied into Gods,
Yet while they liv’d with Men, and whils beﬁow'd
The greateft Cares, and did the greateft Good, 10’
Built Towns, made Laws, and brought delightfal Eafe,
And civiliz'd the Rational Savages ;
b Came
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Complain’d that they ingrateful Mafters ferv’d,
And met far lefs Rewards than they deferv’d :
He that kill'd Hydrs, He defign'd by Fate

To quell the Monfiers rais’d by Funo’s Hate 5
‘Tho’ He, the mighty He, had all ways try'd,
Found Envy vanquifh'd only when he dy'd :
For thofe are hated that excel the reft,

Altho’ when dead they are belov'd, and blefs’d 3
The.vigorous Ray torments the- feeble Sighe,
Yet when the Sun is.fet, we praife the Light :
T thee, great Cefar, now we Altars give,

We vow and fwear by thee now whilft alive :
_For never yet the Gods kind Hands beftow’d,
Nor ever will, a Prince fo great, fo good.: ~
That fhe prefers, that fhe efteems thee more
Than all the Heroes fhe enjoy’d before,

Than all that fhe hath bred, or Greece can boaft,
In this, is true, thy Reme is wifc and juft;
But not in other Things; the anciens Plays,

And Foreign Poets only {he can’ praif;

The Prefent, or Contempt, or Hate reccive,
*Tis Crime enough that they dre yet alive :
Thus 0/d Loves do admire the ancient Laws,
‘The Sabines Leagues have their deferv’d Applaufe ;
On mufty Leaves at awful ditance look,

Age makes it Rev’rend, and exalts the Book :
Give him the Bards old Songs, .Oh rare ! divine !
I fwear s good, a Mufe fang ev’ry Line :

But if, becaufe the oldeft are the beft

Among the Greeks, the fame unequal Teft

Muft try the Lariwes too ; -in fhort, No doube
Plums have noughs bard within, nor Nuts without 3
e fit on Fortune’s Top, we fing, we write,
And wreftle better than the Greeks can fight.

If length of Time will better Verfe like Wige,
Cive it a brisker Tafte, and make it fine ;
Come. tell me then, 1 would be gladly how'd,
How many Years will make a Poems good:

5
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One Poct writ'sn hundred Years ago,

What, is he O/, and therefore Fam'd, or no ?
Qr:is be New, and therefore Bald appears?

Let’s fix upon a certain Term of Years.

He's good that liv'd an hundred Years ago,
Another wants but One, is he fo too ?

Or is he New, and Damn’d for that alone ?

Whll, be's goed too, and Old that wants but one.
And thus I'll argue-on, and bate one more,

And fo by one and one wafte all the Store :

And fo confute him, who efteems by Years,

A Poems’s Goodnefs from the Date it bears;

‘Who nor admires, ner yet approves a Line

But what is O/, and Death hath made divine.
Ennius, the lofty Ennixs, and the Wife,

That fecond Homer, in our Criticks Eyes,

Is loofe in’s Poems, and cosre&t in few,

Nor takes hie care to prove-his Dreams were true,
He fhows fo little of great Homer’s Soul,

¢« Nevins is learn’d by Heart, and dearly fold,

¢« So facred is his Book, bacaufe ’tis old.

When Aecius and Pacuvius are compar'd,

Both are efteem’d, both meet with great Reward ;
Pacwvius all the Criticks Voices gains

For Learning, dccins for his lofty Strains.
Afranius thows us foft Menander’s Flame,

And Plautus tivals Epicharmus Fame :

Cucilins grave, and Terence full of Are,

Thefe Rome admires, and thefe fhe learns by Heast,
Thefe are the Worthies of her Theater,

Thefe fhe applauds with Heat, and crowds to heas
Thefe fhe efteems the Glories of the Stage,

And counts from Livy’s to our prefent Age..

The Critick Mobile will be medling fill, :
Somegimes their Judgment’s good, and fometimes ill :
Thus when they praife the O/, and when profor,
Beyond compare to all the New, they err:

313

55

65

70

75

8



314 EPIST. I Lis. I

But when they grant the Ancient’s Books and Plays

Are often dull, and uncorre in Phrafe, )

Their Words unfit, or elfe their main Defign, »

Their Judgment’s rational, and jumps with mine:

1 do not damn old Livy’s Rhimes as dull,

For which I often fmarted when at School ;

But that he fhou’d be thought corre&, fublime,

And far befare the Poemns of our Time3 o

That one poor Chance-good Line or two at moft,

The only thing that all his Books can boaft,

Not only fhou’d attone for what’s amiS,

But recommend the whole; 1’'m vex'd at this.

I hate a Fop (hould fcorn a famitlefs Page ; 100

Becaufe "tis New, nor yet approv’d by Age : -

And then admiring all the ancient Plays,

Not only pardoen their Defeéts, but praife.

Shou'd I but doubt if A¢¢4’s Plays are good,

Our Old-Loves ftreight wou'd cry, The Youngfter's prood,

He’s impudent ; nor thinks thofe Plays exa&, 106

Which Ro/cius, and grave ZEfop us'd to ak :

Becaufe they judge by their own Appetites,

And think nought fweet, but what their Tafte delights;

Or to ftoop to their Funiors Rules difdain, 116

Or elfe to think what once they learnt was vain,

And only fit to be forgot again';

Thofe that applaud the Songs of former Times,

The dotith Bards o!d Verfe, or Monkifh Rhimes :

Who wou'd be thought to have a fharper Eye, 1§

And in thofe Poems numerous Graces fpy,

In which they fee no more fine Things than I ;

’Tis not to praife the Ol4, but fcorn, abufe,

And hate New Books, and damn the Modern Mufe.

Had Greece done thus, had the ftill fcorn’d the New, 120

What had been Old, what worthy publick View ?

When Wars were done, and Greece diffolv’d in Peace,

When Fortune taught them how to live at Eafe,

They wreftled, painted, fung, thefe Arts they lov’d,

Thefe they did much admire, and thefe improv'd ;  sa5
. . la
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In ev’ry PiGure vulgar Eyes cou'd find

*The Face exa&, and almoft faw the Mind ;
*Then Racing, Vaulting then, the Plays and Stage,
Each took their turn to pleafe the wanton Age ;
Like Boys at Nurfe, they eagerly defir'd,

But ftraight were cloy’d, and left what they admir'd.

For what difgufts our Fancies, what doth pleafe,
But may be chang'd? Thefe are the Fruits of Eafe,
This happy Fortune bears, this fprings from Peace.
>Twas heretofore a Credit, here at Rome,
‘To mind a Shop all Day, and keep at home:
. Attend ones Client, and promote his Caufe,
Inform his Ignorance, and teach the Laws;
To make good Debts, and drive a gainful Trade,
And know what Int’reft may be juftly paid :
Infiru the Young, and hear the 0/d debate,
What will increafe, what ruin an Eftate: .
This Humour’s chang'd, now reigas a New Delight,
All muft be Aurbors now, and all muft write :
All ftrive to get the Bays, and all rehearfe,
They dine, they fup in Rbime, and drink in Verfe,
E’en I that {wear I never try'd a Mufe,
E’en I'm forfworn, my Deeds my Words accufe ;
My Quill is feribling too ; before ’tis Light
I call for Paper, Pen, and Ink, and write,
He that’s no Pilos is afraid to fail,
Urge him to guide a Ship, you fhan’t prevail;
And only Doors will pretend to heal.
By Smiths alone, are Locks and Staples made,
And none pretend but Artifts in the Trade,
But now for Poetry we all are fit,
And skilful, or unskilful, all muft write; -
And yet this Madnefs thoufand Goods commend,
A thoufand Virtues on a Mufe attend ;
A Poer’s feldom given to Avarice,
Safe and fecure within himfelf he lyes.
He minds and loves his Rbimes, and thofe alone ;
Tell him his Goods are burnt, his Siaves are gone,
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Or his Fields loft ;5 be laughs, nor firives to cheat
His Ward, or Friend, a Stranger to Deceit ;

He's thrifty, feafts upon a Difh of Peafe,

And lives content with Houfhold-Bread and Cheefe :
Uafit for War, yet they are good in Peace ;

(For great things, by the help of {mall, increafe)
Inftru& our Loofenefs, and inform our Eae. 1
They teach our Boys to hate all Words Obfcene,

To follow gen’rous Rules, and fpeak like Men.

And then flide gently down with virtuous Rules
Into the tender Breaft, and form their Souls ;
Reftrain their Eavy, and corre@ their Rage, 1
Tell them what’s good, inftruét their tender Age
With fit Examples, and their Gricfs affwage.

How wou'd our facred Songs and Hymas be made,
And how our Pray’rs as high as Heav’n convey'd ;
Did not the Mufes Poets Fancies raife,

To teach us how to pray, and how to praife ?

In Verfe the fawning Quire her Plagues bewails,

And begs a fpeedy Comfort, and prevails 5 -
Good Weather, happy Years, and much Encreafe;
Their Pray’rs are fireightway heard, all fmile in Peace.
The Year is rich, the Ficlds with Plenty flow,

Verfe foftens Gods above, and Gods below.

The ancient Swains, thofe temp’rate bappy Swrains,
Contented Sov'reigns of their litcle Plains,

When all their Corn was hous’d, won’d make a Feaft,
Unbend their Minds, and lay them down to reft ; -
Their Cares diffolv’d into a happy Thought,

Aad Minds enjoy’d the reft their Labour fought.

A Pig on Tvllus’s Altars left his Blood,

And Milk from large brown Bow!s to Sylvan flow'd :
Their Wife, their Neighbours, and their pratling Boys
Were call'd, all tafted of the Country Joys:

They drank, they danc'd, they fang, made wanton §
Enjoy'd their felves, for Life they knew was fhort,
Hence grew the Liberty of the loofer Mufe,

Hence they grew Scurrilous, and wou'd abufe 5
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Elence thofe loofe Dialogues at Marriage Feafts,
Yet il they were but Mirth, and Country Jels,
At lat they fhewd their Teeth, and fharply bit, .
And Railery ufurp’d the Place of Wit. 20§
Good Perfons were atusid, and fuffer’d Wrong,
They loudly talk’d, no Law to curb their Tongue:
‘The wounded griev'd, the Smart provok’d their Hate,
And all untouch'd bewail'd the Common Fate,
*Till Laws commanded to regard Men’s Fame, alo
Severely lath the Vice, but fpare the Name.
Fear made them civil, and defign to write
With Modefty ; fpeak well, and to delight :
Greece conquer’d did the Conquerar o'ercome ;
Polifh'd the rude, and fent her Arts to Rome : atg
The former Roughnefs flow’d in {moother Rbimes,
And good facetious Humour pleas'd the Times :
Yet they continu'd long, and fill we find '
Some little Marks of the old Ruftick Mind, 2
Some of the fcurrilous Humour left behind, 220
*Twas long before Rome read the Gracian Plays,
For. Cares took up her Nights, and Wars her Days
>Till Garthage ruin'd the grew foft in Peace,
And then inquir'd what weighty Sophocles,
What Efehylus, what Thefpis taught the Age, 2y
What Good, what Profit did commend the Stage.
And then they turn’d their Plays, their Thoughts were high,
By Nature great, and fit for Tragedy.
But to review, to blot what once was writ, :
‘Ol that was mean,_ it was a fhame to Wit: 230
The Comic then was thought the eafier way,
Becaufe ’tis common Humour makes the Play 3
Yet ’is the hardeft, for the Faults appear
So moanftrous, and the Creicks fo fevere, J
That ¢’en their greatet Mercy cannot fpare. 235 .
Plautus, 'tis true, obferves the Rules of Art, :
His well drawn Figures fuit with ev’ry part ;
He paints ap Am’rous Fop, a Jilting Jade,
A carcful Father, or. defigning Bawd : .
-
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But Dorfen rudely draws his Parafites,

How loofe bis Lines, how uncorre&@ he writes !
He writes for Gold, and if his Pocket’s cram’d,
He cares not, let the Play be clap’d or damn’d :
But he that writes to have Applaufe for Wit,

If unconcern’d the grave Speétator fit,

He dies; but if attentive, then he’s proud,

They like my Fancy, and my Plays are good :

So fmall, and fo contemn’d a thing will raife,

Or damp Men’s eager Thoughts that write for Praife :
1 like not this, and I forfwear the Stage,

If clap’d I muft be Proud, if damn’d muft Rage.
And who wou'd be fo beld to write; that knew
The Fudging Men of Honour are but few ;

The Vulgar Thoufands, who might hifs the Play 2
And if our Nobles hould diflike their way,

Wou'd huff, and fwear, and quarrel firaight, and fight
Or leave the Stage to fee a Pupper fight ;

Or elfe the Bears, for that’s the Crowd’s Delight,
But now our Nobles too are Fops and Vain,
Negle&t the Senfe, bat love the Painted Scene ;
For Hours are fpent in Show to pleafe the Sight,
A tedious Battel, and at laft a Flight

Then Kings in Chains, and to reward their Toil,
Corinthian Statues, and a world of Spoil.

Wou'd not Democritus, if now alive,

Split here, wou'd he thefe Fooleries forgive ?

And if the Vulgar, with a wild amaze,

Negle& the AGors, and forfake the Plays,

And on an Elsphant or a Panther gaze : :

" Sure he wou'd look, and in the gaping Crowd,

_ Find better Humour than the Aor how'd.
Befides, he neceds muft think they write in vain,
And teach deaf Affes, prodigal of their Pain :

For who can judge, or who can hear the Wit,
When Noife and firange Confufion fills the Pit ?
As when the Winds dath Waves againft the Shoar,
Or lath the Woods, and all the Monfers taur
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So great the Shout, when rich and ftrangely drefs'd

‘The Player comes, they clap his gawdy Veft.

‘Well hath the A&or fpoken ? Not 4 Line : 28e

‘Why then d’ye clap ? Ok, Sir, his Cloaths are fine.

But lett you think that I, who write no Plays,

Or eavy their Defign, or poorly Praife ;

1 fairly grane thofe Poezs Wit that rule

‘My Pafions as they pleafe, difturb my Soul ; 28¢

And then by a fhort turn my Thoughts relieve :

Whofe lively FiGtion makes me laugh, or grieve ;

Whofe well-wrought Scenés nat’ral and juft appear ;

I fee the Place, and fancy T am there:

But thofe that hate and fly the cens’ring Stage, 1ge

Yet write to pleafe the Readers of the Age,

Make them, great Cefar, to improve their Vein,

Review their Poemss o'er and o’er again,

If you wou’d have ‘em live, be great in Praife,

And by juft Study ftrive to win the Bays. 208
We Poets often damn ourfelves, that dare,

(As T have done ) when you are full of Care,

To offer Verfe ; or when we oft repine,

If a good Friend finds but one faulty Line.

Or when rehearfing, we with Sighs complain 3w§

Our Fancy’s not perceiv’d, we write in vain ;

And then unask’d repeat it o’er again.

Or when we think, when once our Fame is known,

We firaightway fhall be fent for up to Town ;

Enjoy a Penfion, or a piece of Land, ‘ . 308

And write new Poems by the King’s Command.

And yet, Great Sir, ’tis worth your while to know

What, Cefar, future times moft think of you,

And who muft be Difpofer of your Fame,

Who tell to diftant Worlds your glorious Name : 310
By whom your Life, by whom your Wars, be writ,
Aions too Sacred for a common Wit. >

Charillus the Pellean Youth approv'd,
Him he rewarded well, and him he lov'd,
His
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His dull uneven Verfe, by great good Fate, 34
Got him his Favour, and a fair Eftate,

Tho’ juft as Ink, when touch’d, ftill leaves a Stain,
Dull Rhimes befmear, and noble A&s prophane:

Yet he, the fame that bought dull Rhimes fo dear,

In meaner things did take a greater Care, 30

Let none but learn'd Apelles paint my Face,
Lyfippus only muft Defign’s in Brafs,
Thus fpake his Laws ; in this [ grant he fhow’d
His Skill fufficient, and his Judgment good.
But whea for Verfe, he chofe fp mean a thing, 3y
How poor his Judgment ? How below a King ?
But Virgil, Varins, and the learned few,

That are applauded, and belov'd by you,
Declare your Skill is great, your judgmeat true.
The Honours you beftow to raife your Fame, 330
They gratefully refle& upon your Name, g
And kindly praife the Author whence they came s
Nor can ones Face be with more Art defign'd
In Brafs, thanin a Poems Thoughts and Mind :
E’en 1 defire to leave the humble Phin, 33
- I wou'd be high, and write a lofty Strain.

T with I cou’d delcribe your Wars, and thow

How Barb’rous Nations fear, and how they bow ;

How you have raz'd their Towns, their Ocean ftain’d
With Blood, and with ftrong Tow’rs bound up their Laods
How War’s exil'd, and Peace and Plenty reign, 34
And Fanus’s Temple once more fhut again 3

How mean, and how fubmiffive Parthbians come,

How upder thee they fear and honour Romse.

All this T wou'd, but Oh I want the Wit ; 345
Your Deeds muft be by fome high Gewins writ,

Whofe lofty Soul his tow’ring Thoughts can rsife,

As high a5 you have done, and take the Bays,

*Tis Treafon, Sir, to give you meaner Praife,

I know my Weaknefs, and I muft refufe 350
A Task too weighty for my tender Mufe :

. A
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fordid Commendation hurts our Friend,
nd thofe that meanly praife, do difcomsmend :
or what’s derided by the cens'ring Crowd,
; thought on more than what is Juft and Good: 353
hate thofe Obligations that difgrace :

am not fond to have an ugly Face
Yefign'd for me expos'd to publick View :
Jor prais’d in dull Verfe, tho’ the Praife be true,

‘wou'd not lic at ev’ry Grocer’s Door, 360
"o wrap Tvbacco, or do fqmething more,

wou'd not have a Verfe that bears my Name
sye under Pies ; tis an ill way to Fame.

EPIST. IL
To bis-Friewd JuL1Uus FLORUS.

1. He makes dn Excafe for not [ending the Odes be
promisd. 2. Why be wrote no more, 3. The
Fanles of the Poets. 4. Diretions for Writing.
5. He defigns graver Studies. 6. Againft Cove-
tonfnefs. 7. The Uncertainty of every thing.

I

D E AR Florus, Nero's Friend, the Great, the Brave,

- Suppofe one come to fell a Clownith Slave,

And fpeak thee thus, This Boy is neatly made,

He's found from Head to Foor, a pretty Lad.

For Twenty Pound he's yours, the Bargain's fair, ]

He'll ferve, and fit your Humonr to 4 Hair :

He's yes foft Clay, be'll take a Stamp with eafe,

amd you may form kim, Sir, to what you dleafe.

He fpeaks fome Greek, and at a Drinking Match

He'll bear the Bob, and Sing & merry Catch, 10

Tv praife too much like & Defign appenrs,

When he extols thas wow'd pus off his Wares .
" 5 i
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I'm not in Want, I am in Debt to nome,
Whate'er 1 have, tho' listle, is my own ;
Few, Sir, wou'd tell you this, and tell you true, ]
Nor I myfelf to any one but yous
This Boy was faulty once, be fiay'd as play,
And when he fear'd the Lafb be run away :
Buy, if you like him now his Fanlts are told.
The Dealing’s fair, and he may take your Gold, zo§
And nc’er be thought & Cheat for what he fold,
You bought a faulty Rogue, he told you fo,
Aund yet you vex him, and unjuttly fue.
At parting, Sir, I faid I was unfit,
Grown lazy, impotent, and flow to write : s
Lett for not Writing you fhoud chide, accufe
My Silence as unkind, and fcorn my Mufe.
Ah what did that avail to fet me free!
Yet if you fue me, Sir, the Law’s for me.
But you complain befide, you fay, my Lord, 30
1 promis’d you fome Odes, yet break my Word,
1L

Theo® thoufand Dangers and a World of Pain,
Lsucullus Soldier, who had ftrove to gain
A little Money, what with Care he kept,

Once tir'd, loft ev’ry Peany as he flept. 35
Thence he, a very Wolf and angry grown,

Both with himfelf and Foe, rufh'd boldly on, g
And with his Teeth as *twere o’erthrew a Town,

Tho’ ftrong and well provided with 2 Guard ;
This got him Credit, and a large Reward ; 40
Soon after, when they were to ftorm a Town,
The Captain chofe him out, and edg'd him on
With fuch Affe&ion, fuch warm Words he prefs'd
As might inflame the coldeft Coward’s Breaft :
Go where thy Virtue calls, go, Congueror, go, &
Thy Friends fhall give Rewards, and Spoils thy Foe.
But crafty he reply’d, No Town I'll force, -
No Sir, be'll venture thas hath loft his Purfe.
Rerss
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s¢ bred me firft, fhe taught me Grammar Rules,
1 all the little Authors read in Schools. 50
ittle more than this learn’d Athens thow’d,
1 taught me how to fep’rate Bad from Good;
¢ Academick Se& pofleft my Youth,
d *midt their pleafant Shades I fought for Truth.
: rough times drove me from my bleft Retreat, 55
1 toft me thro’ the Troubles of the Great.
o’ rude in Arms, and tho’ well leara’d in Fears,
¢ Tide yet bore me on to Civil Wars, .
1en thofe had clip’d my Wings and brought me down,
* fmall Farm loft, and all my Money gone; 6o
ofe with my-Shield I lot by fhameful Flight;
d Poversy firlt {ct me on to write. ‘
:now I have enough to keep off Want,
hat is as much as Heav’n it felf can grant)
1t Helebore cow’d cure my wild Difeafe, 65
u'd I prefer a Mufe before my Eafe !
me each circling Year does make a Prey,
teals my Humour, and my Mirth away;
d now at laft wou’d fical my Poems too
'm my Embrace; what wou'd you have me do? 70
ides, not all admire, not all approve ‘
e fort; you Odes, Iambicks others love,
sers in keeneft Sayrs Rage delight ;
wrp Salt alone can raife their Appetite ¢
thinks.]’ve three invited to a Feaft, 79
different Palate too, to ev’ry Gueft.
1at fhall, what fhall I not provide? What you
mmend and cat, difgufts the other two.
ides, do’ft think that I can mind a Song
sile here at Rome, 'midt all the Noife and Throng 8o
diff'rent Cares? One begs me pafs my Word ’
* him, them I muft wait upon my Lord, :
hear his Verfes, and I muft be gone,
wve all my other Work and Cares aloae, 2
d march from one to t'other end o'th’ Town, 85
L T

A
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s« But, Sir, there's room, the Street is clean and fill,

“ dnd you may walk and think on what you will.

Yes, here a Waggon bears a logg of Wood

Or weighty Stone, and groans beneath-the Load,

Sad Funerals here are juftl'ing with a Dray, ]
Aud there the {weaty Carman bawls for way,

Here 2 Mad Dog, and there a Sow doth fright,

Go now ’mid@t this, and lofty Verfes write,

Each Writer hates the Town, and Woods approves,

Right Son of Bacchws pleas’d with Shedes and Groves, ¢f

Yet ‘'midfi thefe Tumults you wou'd have me try
To trace the narrow fteps of Poetry. ' .
The Man that takes learn’d Ashens clofe Retreat,
Who by himfelf doth ftady to be great ; )
When he hath ftody’d feven full tedious Years, 100
Grown old and grey upon his Books and Cares;
Yer after all this time and pains beftow’d,
Grows a meer Stock, and’s lsugh’d at by the Crowd,
Then ’midft the Waves and Tempefds of the Town,
Where Cares do tofs and vexing Bufinefs drown, 10§
Can [ compofec my Thoughts, can I afpire,
Auad join fit Words to tune the Roman Lyre?
1118

Two Brothers liv'd at Rome, a Lawyer one,
And one a Rbetor, noted both in Town,
Vain-glorious both, and ftudious of 2 Natne, 110
They blew their Trumpets to each other’s Fame,
They one another did extreamly pleafe;
And are not Poets. Sir, as mad as thefe?
I Odes, and onc writes Elegy ; Divine,

A curious Work, polith'd by all the Nine, 115
See how we ftrur, and what a Port we bear,

With what high Scorn lonk o'er the Theater, }
The other Poets {neak and {carce appear,

Why we admire and praife each other fo, 120

But if you've leafure ftand afide, and know ' é
Why wreath the Crown, and why the Bays beftow.

we
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We quarrel, and with equal Fortune fight,
True Samnites, draw the ling'ring War till Night.
Then firaight in his Opinion I'm Divine
Alcens ; well, and what is he in mine? 12§
Callimachus, or wou’d he more ? Mimnermus Fame
He gets, and glories in his borrow’d Name.
A thoufand things I fuffer, to affwage
" The wafpifh Poets, and to cool their Rage ; '
Becaufe I write my felf, I plead their Caufe, i30
1 finooth, and humbly beg the Crowd’s Applaufe;
But when grown fober 1 fhake off my Mufe,
I'm deaf, and unlefs hir'd to hear, refufe : .
Dull Rhimes are laugh’d at, yet we nc'er give o’er,
Our Writers fmile, and e’en themfelves adore, 135
If you are flow to clap they fwear 'tis Spite, '
And praife themfelves what happy they have writ.
1v.

.But he that hath a curious Picce defign’d,
When he begins muft take a Cenfor’s Mind, »
Severe and honeft, and what Words appear 140
Too light and trivial, or too weak to bear é
The weighty Senfe, nor worth the Reader’s Care,
Shake off ; tho® ftubborn, they are loath to move,
And tho’ we fancy dearly, tho’ we love.
Good Words, now grown obfcure, bring gently forth, 145
Relieve them from the dark, and fhow their Worth,
Us'd by the Ancients, tho’ confum’d by Rage .
Of cating Time, and grown deform’d with Age: -
And take new Words begot by Parent ufe,
Prune the luxuriant, and corre&t the loofe, 150
Pure, flowing, as a River rouls along,
And bring new Plenty to the Roman Tongue 3
Reform, and cut fuperfluous Branches off ;
Strengthen the weaker Words, and fmooth the rough 1
Naw pain'd, now eas’d, as one that muft put on 158
Now waaton Sasyrs, now a heavy Clown ;

P Now
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Now I bad rather be a kictle Wi,

So my dull Verfe my own dear felf delight,

Than know my Faults, be vex'd, and dic with Spight.

An Arzive Gentleman, as Stories fay, 1

Did alorays faacy that be faw a2 Play,

The A&ors Drcfs, and well-wrought Scemes appesr,

And clap’d and fmil'd in th’ empty Theater.

In all things clic be fhew’d a fober Mind,

A loving Neighbour, snd an honeft Friend 3 1

Kind to his Wife, and gen’rous to his Shwe,

Nor when he faw the Barrel broachd won'd rave.

‘Wou'd fhun an open Well, sad damg’rous Pits,

And fcem a perfe® Man, and in his Wits.

Him when his tender Friends, with Ceft and Psins,

Had cur’d, and Pbyfick geatly purg'd his Braias,

He cry'd, 4% me ! my Friends, 1 am sndone,

Yow've ruin’d me, now all my Pleafure’s gone ;

You have defiroy’'d, while you defsgw'd to fave,

I've loff the pleafans’t Cheat that Man cou'd bave, s
\'%

*Tis time now to be wife, forkke my Toys,
And leave my Verfes, proper Sport for Boys,
Not follow Werds, and num’rous Soags contrive,
But feck fit Meafures, and true Rules to Live,

VI.

1f what you drink fhou'd make your Heats incresfe,
Wou'd you not tell the Doior your Difeafe ? )
Now when the more you have, you crave the more,
When Floods of Store fhall make you thirt for Store,
Won’t you confefs, and this Diftemper own ?
All this T ufe to think on when alooe,
Suppofe you bad a Wound, and one had fhow'd
An Herb, which you apply’d but found no good,
Wou'd youa be foad of this, increafe your Pain,
And ufe the fruitles Remedy again ?
Thus when you hear on whom kind Heav'a beftows
Grox beaps of Wealth, they Rreight their Folly lofe,

1]
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And yet you cannot find your felf more wife,

Becaufe more rich, you'll follow their Advice.

Cou’d Wealth with God-like Prudence Minds infpire;
Cure them of vexing Fear, and fond Defire, 95
Then you fhou'd bluth, # all the World cou’d thow
A fober Man, more covetous than you.

If that’s our own, which pow’rful Coin procures,

And Ufe, as Lawyers fay, makes fomething ours ;

The Ficld that feeds thee’s thine; rich Oréw; ploughs, 100
His Servant that manures his Land, and fows,

And breaks the fruitful Clod, that muft afford

Good Corn to thee, confeflés thee his Lord :

One pays his Moncy, and receives again,

Eggs, Pullets, Grapes, or elfe a Flask of Wine, 208
. And thus by thefe degrees the Farm he buys,

Bought at three thoufand Pound, or higher Price.

Well then, what diff’reace is it, whether now

You pay for what yon have, or did it long ago ? :
‘Thofe Parchafers, that Pesis Ficlds have gain'd, 2108
Aad large Aricia’s Plains, tho’ rich in Land,

Yet even now buy ev’ry Herb they eat,

They buy each ftick of Wood to boil their Meat,

Altho’ they think not fo, and call the Grounds

Their own, which yonder friendly Poplar bounds, - 215
As if that cou’d be thine, that calfd thy own,

Which ev’ry Moment’s hurry’d up and down, %
And now to this, and now to t'other thrown,

Which Money, Fraud or Flattery command,

And foatch from one, to fill another’s Hand : 218
So fince perpetual Ufe to none’s allow’d,

But Heir crowds Heir, a5 i a rowliog Flaad

Wave urges Wave, ch what doth it avail,-

To join large Graves 10-Grove, aad Vale to Vale,

If Death with equal hand, Grikes Great and Small, 225
Death unrelenting, and that never fpares,

Not.to be brib’d with Gold, or won by Tears ?

Pa Gold,
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Gold, Jewels, Statues, Marble, Ivory,
Paint, Cloth of Gold, and Suits of precious Dye,
Gay Purple, Silver, fome are wont to crave,
Fet cannot get, and fome don’t care to have.
‘Why of two Twins, the one his Pleafure loves,
Prefers bis Sports to Herod’s fragrant Groves ;
The other rich, and greedy of his Gain,
With Fire and Iron tames his woedy Phin,
He drives the heavy Plovgh from Mora till Night,
His Labour’s Pleafure, and bis Pain Delight :
That Genius only knows, that’s wont to wait
On Birth-day Stars, the Guider of our Fate,
Our Nature’s God, that doth his Influence thed,
Eafy to any Shape, or good or bad :
When Nature’s Waats require, I will be free,
Nor care what my bold Heir will think of me,
T'll ufe my litcle Heap, tho’ he be griev'd,
Becaufe I leave no more than I receiv'd :
Xet 1 the ame wou'd know, what difference lics
Between free fpending, and loofe fquandring Vice,
And how far Thrift’s remev'd from Avarice.
For fure it differs much to wafte our Store,
And to fpend freely, and not ftrive for mere 3

. And as i’ b’ five Days Feaft, of old, the Boy
Take the fhort Sweets, and as in hafle enjoy,
I am not rich, nor do I gape for more,
But let me not be fcandaloufly poor,
And let my Ship be great, or be it {fmall,
3f I the fame, the very, I can fail.

AR
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To the PISONE.S.-'

Uppofe a Painter fhou’d'a Canvas {pread,
To draw a Piece, and paint a Woman's
"Head, :
Then a Mare’s Neck ; and then from difv
ferent things,
Take different Parts, and cover all with.
Wings :.
Then a Fith Tail ; purfue his fenfelefs Thought, 5
And mix the whole Creation in a Draught,
And all thefe Parts in firange proportion join 5
Wou’d you not laugh to fee this wild Defign ?

Believe me, Sirs, that Book is like this Picce, )
Where ev’ry Part fo ftrangely difagrees. 10
‘Like fick Men’s Dreams, there’s neither Head nor Tail,.

But firange Confufion, fhapelefs Monfters all,
_Poets and Painters equally may dare,
I bold Astempss they claim an equal fhare,
And may do any thing : Al this we kaow, 13
This freedom too, we mutually allow ;.
And yet this leave can give no juft Pretence
To fight the fteady Rules of common Senfe,
And join quite Oppofizes, the Wild and Tame ;.

The Snake and Dove, the Lion and the Lamb.. 2o
L P 3 N
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Next grest Beginnings, and in high Defigns,
Some featter here and there few gawdy Lines,
Which glifter finely, when a Grove’s their Theme,
A pleafant Wiod, or clic a pariing Stream :
How with the Flood, their Fancics fmoothly flow! a3
How wvarionfly they paint the Heav'nly Bow ! :
But now perhaps none of thefe Theams agree.
Perhaps thou haft fome Skill to paint a Tree,
But what of that? What will this Art perform ?
Wert thou to draw a Shipwrack, or a Storm, F)
Defcribe a Mariner, how with panting Breath,
He blows the Floods, and keeps out entring Death ;
While with one Hand defpairing Life be faves 3
The other grafps his Riches on the Waves ?
When you a mighty Buts refolv'd to caft, T
Why doth it dwindle to a Pint at lat ?
In fhort, in all you write let Ar¢ controul, -
And keep the fame juft Tenor thro’ the whole,
‘But, Sirs, mofk Poets now are finely cavghe,
By thow of Right deluded to a Fault : 40
By Rriving to be fbort, sbfewre they grow 3 :
And when they wou'd be fmooth, they fink too low ;
Their Spirits fail : And fome that wou'd be high,
Streight fwell; and when they fhou'd but walk, they fly:
While fome 200 cantions fear the Winds will roar, o
And Waters tofs ; nor dare to leave the Shoar.
Another’s ffarling Fancy wildly roves,
And placeth Boars in Floods, and Trouts in Groves :
Thus, if it wants juft 42, a cautious Fear
Of Erring is a certain way to Err, 50
That Graver yonder in th’ Emiliss Square,
Can hit the Nails, or imitate the Hair,
But he’s a Sot, unhappy in his Art ;
Becaufe he cannot fathion ev’ry Part,
And make the whole compleat ; fhou’d I compofe,
1'd rather freely chufe an u};ly Nofe i
With two black Eyes, black Hair exa&ly trim,
To make me more deform’d, than be like him,
. U\
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You Writers try the Vigour of yoor Mafe,

And what her Strength wiil bear, and what refule, 6o

And after chat an equal Subje& chufe.

For he that does this well, and chufes right,

His Mesbod will be clear, his Words be fit,

In this, or I miftake, coofifts the Grace, .

And Force of Method, to affign a Place, 69

For what muft now, what by and by be faid,

What for the prefent time muft be delaid ;

What Thoughts you muft impreve, what Notion flight,

If you will aim at Praife in oll you write.

Be cautious in your Words, invent but few, 70

We're puzled rather, than we're pleas’d with new :

Yet ’twill be Art, and ’twill procure thee Praife,

If well apply’d, and in a handfome Phrafe,

You make new Words feem eafy, plain, and known,

We all will clap, and cry *Twas bravely done. 7

But if you wou'd unbeard of things exprefs 3

And cloath new Notions in a Modern Drefs ;

Invent new Words, we can indulge a Mufe,

Until the Licmce rife to an 4bufe :

And thefe are beft, that do but gently fall, t )

Jult vary'd from the Greek Original :

Why Varius thou'd, or Virgil, be deny'd,

What Plautus end Cecilius wifely did :

Aud for what reafon fhou'd the Feps refent,

If T but few, and modeflly invent ? §s

When Cato’s Style and Emins lofty Song, '

With various Store enrich’d our Mother Tongue;

*Twas ftill allow’d, and ’twill be till allow’d,

To make new Words plain to be underftood.

As Leaves on Trees do with the turning Year, 90

The former fall, and others will appear ; '

Juft fo it is in Hords, one Word will rife,

Look green, and flourith, when another dies.

Al We, and Ours, are in a changing State,

Juft Naswre’s Debt, and muft be paid to Fate, of
: . Ps Great
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Great Cafar’s Mele, that braves the furious Tides,
‘Where now fecure from Storms his Navy rides :
E'en that drain’d Lake, where former Ages row’d,
A great unfruisful Wafe, tho' now 'tis plough'd,

Bears Corn, and fends the neighbring Cities Food, 100

Thofenew Canales, that bound fierce Tiber’s Force,
That teach the Streams to take a better Courfe,

And fpare the Plough-man’s Hopes; e’en thefe mult wafle;

Then how can feeble Werds pretend to laft ?

Some Words that have, or elfe will feel decay,

Shall be reftor’d, and come again in play ;

And Words now fam’d, fhall not be fancy’d long,

They fhall not pleafe the Ear, or move the Tongue:

As Ufe fhall thefe approve, and thofe condemn,

Ule the fole Rule of Speech, and Fudge Supreme.

How we thou'd write of Battels, Wars and Kings,

And fuit with mighty Numbers, mighty Things,

Firtt Homer fhow'd, and by Example taught,

He wrote as nobly, as his Herees fought :

In Verfes long and fhort, Grief ficlt appear’d,

Ia thofe they mourn’d patt Ills, and foture fear'd :

But foon thefe Lines with Misth and Joy were fill'd,

And told when Fortune, or a Miftrefs fmil'd :

But who thefe Meafures was the firft that wrote,

‘The Criticks doubt, and cannot end the doubt,
Archilochus was arm’d by injur'd Rage,

When keen Tambicks he did firlt engage

With that tharp Foot, and left it to the Stage §

For ’tis a founding Foot, and full of Force,

And fit, as made on purpofe, for Difcourfe.

In Lyrick Numbers Gods and Hero’s found,
The fwifteft Horfe is prais'd, or Wreftler crown’d:
Feafts, Wine, and open Mirth, or Myrtle Shades,
The Cares of Love, or Tears of fighing Maids.

Unlefs all Matters I exaétly hit,

What juft Pretence have I to be a Wit ?
What claim have I to the Poerick Name ?
What fair Pretenfions to put in for Fame ?

10§

g

120

12§

130
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Or why thoud I conceal my want of Skill, :
Abfurdly modeft, and be foolifh fiil, - 138
Rather than fhow my Want, demand Supplies
From richer Parsts, and fo at laft be Wife ?
A Comick Story hates a Tragick Style, .
Bombaft fpoils Humonr, and difforts a Smile :
And Tragical Thyeftes barb’rous Fealt . 140
Scorns Mean and Common Words, and hates a Jeft';
Let ev'ry Subject have what fits it beft :
Yét Comedy may be allow'd to rife,
And rattle in a Paffion or Surprize:
And Tragedy in humble Words muft weep, 145
The Style mutt fuppliant feem, and feem to creep :
Pelens and Telephus exil'd and poor,
Maft leave their Flights, and give their Bombaft o'cr
- If they wou’d keep their well-pleas’d Awdience long,
And raife their juft Refentments for their Wrong, 150
*Tis not enough, that Plays are neatly wrought,
Exaitly form’d, and of an’even Plot,
They muft be zaking too, furprize and feize,
And force our Souls which way the Writers pleafe.
We laugh, or weep, as we fee others do, 158
Our Souls agree, and take their Paffions too :
My Grief with others juft Proportion bears,
To:make me weep, you muft be firft in Tears :
Then Telephus 1 can believe thy Méan,
And think thy Miferies are all my own :. 160
But if thy part be ill, or aged ill,
Unheeding thy Complaint, I {leep or fmile.
Sad Words fuit well with Grief, with Foy the loofe,
Grave the Severe, and Merry the Focofe : .
*Tis Nature ill that doth the Change begin, - 165
She fathions, and fhe forms our Sowls within,
To all the Changes, and the Turns of Fate ;
Now fcrews our Minds to an unufual height,
And fwells us into Rage ; or bending low,
She cramps our Souls with dull contra&ing Woe ; 170
Py " She
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She makes us ftoop beneath a weighty Wrong,
“Then tells the various Paffions with the Tongse :
Now if his Speech doth not his Forsmne fit,
He will be hifs'd by Gallery, Box and Pit.
You muft take care, and ufe quite Jiferens Words, 175
When Servanss {peak, or their commanding Lovds,
When grave Old Men, or head-firong Youths difcourfe,
When flately Matrons, or a bufy Nurfe ;
A cheating Tyadefman, ot a labouring Clown,
A Greek, or Afian, bread at Comrt or Town. 1%
Keep to old Tales, or if you muft have new,
Feign things coherent, that may look like true :
If you would draw * Achilles in Difgrace,
Then draw Achilles, as Achilles was :
Impatient, ficrce, inexorable; proud, 185
His Sword his Law, his own Right Hand his God.
Medea muft be furious, fhe muft rave :
Crafty Ixion a defigning Knave ;
Io a wandring Cow, and Ino fad ;
And poor Oreffes melancholy Mad. 199
But if you'll leave thofe Paths where moft have gone,
And dare to make a Perfon of your own,
Take care you fill the fame Proportions ftrike,
Let all the Parts agree, and be alike.
Unufual Subjes, Sir, ’tis hard to hit, 19§
It asks no common Pains, nor common Wit ;
Rather on Subje&ts known your Mind employ,
And take from Homer, fome old Tales of Trey,
And bring thofe ufual things again in view,
Than venture on a Subje& wholly new: 208
Yet you may make thefe cormmon Theams your own,
Ualefs you treat of things too fully known ;
Show the fame Humours, and that ufual Szate,
Or Word for Word too faithfully tranflate;

2 Iread, Scripta ; inhonoratum, G



ART o POETRY. 133

Or clfe your Pattern fo confin'dly chufe, ao§
That you are ftill condemn’d to follow clofe,
Or break all deceme Meafures to be loofe.

Firt, ftraio no bigher than your Voice will bold,
Nor as that * Cyclick Writer did of old,
Begin my mighty Mufe, and boldly dare, tie
I'll fing great Priam’s Fate, and noble War.
What did he worth a Gape fo krge produce ?
The Trav'lling ADustain yiclde & filly ddowfe,
Mach better Homer, wha doth all things well,
Mufo vell the Man, for yoss can fwrely tell, s
Whe, Troy once fall's, so mamy Countries went,
And firidly view'd the Men, and Government.
As ane that knows the Laws of Writing right,
He makes Light follow Smoak, not Smeak the Light s .
For fireight, how fierce Charybdis rolls along ! 20
How Scylla soars thro’ all his wond’rous Song ! :
Nor doth he, that he might {eem deeply read,
Begin the fam’d Return of Dismed
From Meleager’s Death ; nor dives as far,
As Leda’s Eggs, n;§
For the beginning of the Trojan War :
He always hafteos on to the Events,
And il the middle of tbe Tale prefents,
As ‘twere the fir(k ; then draws the Reader on,
>Till the whoale Story is exactly known, a;o§
And what he can’t improve he lets alone. .
And fo joins Lies and Truth, that ev’ry part agrees,
And.feem no Fition, but a real Piece.

But, Sir, obferve: (Shame waits on the Negle&,)
This I, and all, as well as I, exped, a3y

. Scrfptor Cyclicus is not, as mfwally thomght, Sctiptor
Circumforaneus, ur the fame with what the Greeks calld
KoxAin@-, of whom fee Langbain i bis Noses on Longi-
nus,

’ If
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If you wou'd have a judging Awdience ftay,
Be pleas’d, and clap, and fit out all the Play :
Obferve what Humonr in each 4ge appears, )
Then draw your fit, and lively, Chara&ers,
And fuit their changing Minds, and changing Yoars. 249
A Boy that juft fpeaks plain, and goes alone,
Loves childifh Play-mates, he is angry foon,
And pleas’d as foon; and both for nothing fill,
Changing his Humour, various is his Will : )
A Youth juft loofen’d from his Tutor’s Care, s
Leaves off his Books, and follows Hounds and Hare 5
The Horfe is his Delight, or Cards and Dice,
Rough to Reproof, and cafie bent to Vice :
Inconftant, eager, haughty, fierce and proud ;
A very flow Provider for his good, age
#nd prodigal of his Coin, and of his Blood.
Yhe full grewn Man doth aim at diff rent ends,
He betters his Eftate, and gets him Friends ;.
He courts gay Honour, and he fears to do: -
What he mutt alter on.a fecond View.:- 15y
An Old Man’s Chara&er is hit with Eafe,
For he is pettith, and all one Difeafe :
Still covetous, and ftill he. gripes for more,
And yet he fears to ufe Wis prefens Store :
- Slow, long in Hope, ftill eager to live on, 26e
And fond of no Man’s Judgment but his own:
©n Youths gay Fralicks peevifhly fevere,
And oh ! when he was yowng, what Times they were !
The Flow of Life brings in a wealthy Store,
The Bé6 draws back, what-c’er was brought: before, %
And leaves a Sarren Sand; and naked Shore. 266
Aud therefore when you reprefent a Youth,
Left you draw Lines, that fit a Man of growth;.
Obferve the juft decorsms of the Stage,
And thow thofe Humours ftill that fuir the Age:. 270
For otherwife ’twill feem as fond and wild,
_ As ’tis to clap a Beard upon a.Child,
v 4 Whats
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hate’er a Play can comprehend, is fhown

1 the open Stage, or #0ld alone 5

gs only t0ld, tho’ of the fame degree,

sife our Paffions lefs than what we fee:

the Spectator takes in ev’ry Part,

Eye’s the faithfull'ft Servant to the Heart::

lo not ev'ry Part too freely thew,

: bear the telling, better than the view :

gs wild or cruel do difpleafe the Eyes,.

yet when only #eld, the fame furprife ;.-

& muft not draw her murd’ring Koife,

on the Srage attempt her Children’s Life

Progne fly transform’d into a. Fowl,

Hecuba, turn’d Bitch, begin to howl}:

Cadmus there his faaky Folds advance,

e fuch wild improbable Romance.

he Play that you- defign fhould often pleafe,
have five A, and neither. more nor lefs ;

70d appear to-mend an ill-wrought Scene;

fs fome weighty Canfe thall force him in

owd the Stage, is odious and abfurd,

10 fourth A&or ftrive to fpeak a word.

1¢ Chorus-muft {upply an A&or’s place,

take his Part, this gives a nat’ral Grace;.

any thing between the A& fhou’d fcem,

fitly fuited to the common Theme :

iim commend the Good, and Friends, and Eafe,

: wholfome Juftice, and love open Peace:

* Paffion, .all Men’s Thoughts to Virrue wia,

cherifh thofe that are afraid ta Sin ;-
wate Faults, and pray to mighty God,

Fate wou'd raife the Poor, andfink theProud.

1e Pipe of old, was not as large as now,
Zather'd all the Breath a Man cou'd blow:
sollow, fmall, and fil'd with feeble Wind,
ter’d the Audience, with the Chorus join'd 5
made of Brafs, por like the Trumpet loud, .
pleafing Airs it il'd the Jistle. Crowd :

i3r
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28¢;
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For then this new Delight' was knowa to few,
And you cou’'d number thofe that came to view.
No wanton Luxsry did teiat the Stage,

But that was mean, and modeft as the Age.

But when ftrange Nations felc our Conqu'ring Ha
When Rome enlarg'd the bounds of her Command,
When fatelier Walls the did begin to raife,

And Mirth, and Wine, and Sport imploy’d our Ik
The modifh Luxsry fpread o'er the Plays:

For what cou’d pleafe fo mix'd, ill-match’d & Cro
Where Cittand Clown were mix'd, the Learn’d and R
As feafelefs as the Ox with which he plough'd ?
Hence did our Mufick, and our Songs increafe,
Our Dance was artful, noble was our Drefs :

Our Harps improv'd, and lofty Eloquence,

In high firong Lines convey’d unufial Seafe :

And pithy Sentences fhort Truth fore-(how’d,

As clear and ufeful as the Delphian God.

The Men that firfk did firive in Tragedies,

When a mean Goas was all the Conq’ror’s Prize;.
Brought Satyrs naked in, or loofely dreft,
And though gill grave, wou'd venture at o Jeft.
*This was the Bait to bribe the Crowd to ftay,
When Drunk and Fantow, and fit out the Play,

Yet Satyrs fhou'd obferve this decent Rule,
Aund fo turn ferious things to Ridicule,

As not te bring 2 Ged, or Hero, down,

Or make a Perfow grac’d with Robe and Crown,
Talk common Talk, and fink into a Clown :

Or while he doth affe& alofty height,  °
Fly up in bombafi, and foar out of fight.

For Thagedyetoo high to ftoop to Jett,

(As Matrons dancing at a folemn Feaft,
Keep decent Steps) ill different will appear,
From wanton Satyrs, modeftly fevere : '
Yet bitser Words, and domineering Phrafe,

Is not the thing that I in Swtyrs praife ;
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Nor wou'd I have the Difference drawn. too far,

And free the Satyrs from the Tragicks Care; .

‘They muft not make all Perfons talk alike, 350

‘The City Vallet, and the Country Dick ;

The Chamber-maid growa impudently bold,

‘When fhe has bob’d the Lecker of his Gold

The down-right Farmer, and the dowdy Sot, :
" Or clfe the brisk Companion o’er his Pot. 318

Yl take a Common Theam, and yet excel,

Tho’ any Man may bope to write as well

Yet let him try, and he fhall fweat in vain,

1dle his Labour, fruitlefs prove the Pain: ,

So great the force of Ars and Method feems, 360

So much we may improve the Common Theams.

Be fure you never make a Sagyr fport,

And talk, and dance, and jeft, as bred at Court 3

But let him fpeak, as if in Woods he fpoke,

And htely taken from his Mozher Oak: : " 36s

Yer never make him wantonly Abfurd,

Nor let him {lily drop one éawdy Word

For all our Nebles hate fuch flsby Wit,

They fcorn to bear fuch Words, the choice Delight E
Of fostiflh Tradefmen , and the foolifh Cits. 370> .
A Fout, one long, one fhort, Iambus nam’d; '
Of which thofe Meafures, thofe fo juftly fam’d, §

Call'd Trimeter Iambick Lines, are fram’d;

When juft ix Feet, and whea thro’ all the Song,

The felf-fame Meafure’s kept, one fhort, one longs 37§

This Foot to make the Cadence more {evere,

And with a graver touch falute the Ear,

Receding fomewhat from her nat’ral right,

The graver Spondy kindly-did admit,

Yet fo as to forbid it to be put, . 3d0

Or in the fourth, or in the fecond Foot:

Yet this is feldom feea in the Sublime,

High Accius Verfe, or Enniss noble Rbime: -

And yet in this fome fhow their waat of Skill,

And make their Verfes fcandalongy ll: =~ 38y
DA
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And while- their founding Rbimes tranfgrefs this Rule;

The wretched 4r's hift, and thought a Fool,

“ Ris not ev’ry Judge knows what's amifs,

Rome’s too indulgent to her Sons-in this : -

What then? Shall T be loofe?” Neglet my Rulés;, 300

In hopes to find my- Judges fenfelefs Fools?

To beg an Alms which they can chufe to grant,

Shall 1 fubmit to woluntary Want ?

Or rather think, that all my Faults will fpy,

And fufe within mine own Perfetion lye, ;9s§

Nor need that Pardon which they can deny 2- '

For make the beft on’t, I'avoid the Shame,

I'ty not difcover'd, yet deferve no Fame,
Read o'er the Greeks by Day, digeft at' Night; k

For thofe arc Standards, and juft Rules of Wit. 400
*Tis true, as I have heard, the former times:

Clapt Plautus wanton and- uneven Rhimes;

With too much Patience both, (to fay-no more-

And call it folly) thofe our Fathers bore.

Some think this harfh, but ’tis approv’d by you, 498’

Learn'd Sir, and I am fure the Cenfure's true,

If you and -1 know what is juft and fit, '

Are skill’d in Cadence, and diftinguith right, %

Between a bawdy Clench and a genteel Wit:
Thefpis, the firft-that did furprize the Age 410

With Tragedy, ne‘er trod a decent Stage :

But in a Waggon drove his Plays about,

And fhow'd- mean antick Tricks to pleafe the Roat';

His Songs uneven, rude in ev’ry Part,

His A&ors {mutted; and the Stage a Cart: 45
Next ZE(chilus did greater Art exprefs,

He built a Stage, and taught them how to drefs;

It decent Motions he his Parts convey’d,

And made them losk as greas, as thofe they play’d..
Next thefe, 0ld Comedy- did pleafe the Age, 410

But foon their Liberty wasrturn’d to Rage ; )

Such Rage, .as Civil Pow'r was forc’d to tame,

Add: by good Laws fecurc. Men’s injur’d Fame,
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Thus was the Chorss loft, their railiog Mufe
Grew filent, when forbidden to abufe. 425

Our Latin Poets, eager after Praife, -
Have boldly ventur'd, and deferv'd the Bays:

They left thofe Paths, where all the Greeks have gone,
And dar'd to fhow fome Adions of their own:

And wou'd our Poets be inur'd to pain, T 438
And what they once have form'd, file o'er again;

Let it lie by them, and revife with Care,

Our Rome would be as fam’d, for W as War,

Sirs, damg thofe Rhimes that hafty Minds do give,
E'er Time and Care have form'd them fit to live; 435,
Let many a Day, and many a Blot confine,

And many a Nail be par'd o'er ev’ry Line.

Becaufe Demsocritus once fondly taught,

(Who ever heard he had one Sober Thought?)

That naked Nature, with a frantick Start, 449
Wou'd iRhime more luckily than feeble Art;

And did allow none leave to tafte a drop

Of Helicon, unlefs a crazy Fop:
- ‘The foppifh Humour now o’er moft prevails,

And few will fhave their Beards, or pare their Nails; 445"
They fhun Converfe, and fly to Solitude,

Secem frantick Sots, and are defign'dly rude:

For if they go but nafty, if they gain

The Reputation of a crazy Brain,

Streight Poets too, they muft be thought by all; 450
Oh Blockhead 1 that purge at Spring and Fall! - '
For elfe perhaps T had been fam’d for Rhimes,

And been the greateft Poet of the Times:

But I had rather keep that Senfe I have,

Than to be thought a Poet, Rhime and Rave: 459
T'll play the twhetfione, ufelefs and unfic

To cut my felf, I'll fharpen others Wit,

Uawriting I will teach them how to write:

What gives them Matter, what exales their Thoughts,
And what are Ornaments, and what are Faults? 462,

0
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Of Writing well thefe are the chicfe® Springs,
To know the Narure, and the Ufe of things :
Right judging Morals weill the Subje& (how,
And when the Subje@’s found, Words freely flow:
He that can tell what Cere our injur’d Fame, s
And what our Mothers, what our Sifers claim;
Wwith what degrees of Zeal we fhou'd defend
Our Cosmtry, Fathers, Brothers, ot a Friend;
What fuits a Senator’s, what a Fudge’s Care,
What Soldier’s, what a Leader’s in the War: 470
Sccure of Honour he may boldly write,
For he is fure to draw the Jmage right.

'Tis my Advice, let ev’ry Painser phce
The Life before him, that will hit the Face:
So let a Writer look o’er Men, to fee 475
What various Thoughts to various Kinds agree;

And thence the differeat Images derive,

And make the fit Expreffions feem to live :

A Play exadly drawm, tho’ often rough,
Without the Drefs of 4r# to fet it off,

Takes People more, and more Delight affords,
‘Than noify Trifles, aod meer empty Words.

The Mufes lov'd the Greoks, and bleft with Senfe,
They freely gave them Wit, and Eloquence;

In thofe they did Hercick Faacies raife, 48

For they were covetous of nought but Praife;

Bat as for us, our Reman Youths are bred

To Trades, to caft dccount, to Wrise and Read s

Come hither, Child, (fuppole 'tis Albime’s Son)

Hold up thy Head; take five from forty one, 490

Aad what remains? juff thirty fix: well done.

Add feven, what makes it then? juf? forty eight:

Ab thou muft be a Man of an Eftate !

And when this Care for Gain all Thoughts controals,

When this bafe Ruft hath crufted o’er their Souls:  49¢

Ne'er think that fuch will reach a noble Height s

Thefe Clogs much check, thefe Weights setard their flight:
Foets
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Poets wou'd profit, or_delight alooe,
Or join both Profit and Delight in one ; )
Let all your Rules be fhort, laid plainly down ; so0
That docil Minds may comprehend them foon,
And faithful Memorics retain with eafe;
Short Precepts profit much, as well as pleafe :
For when we fill the narrow Mind too full,
It runs agsin out ef the o’er-charg’d Soul. sog
Befure what-ever pleafant Tales you tell,
Be fo like Truth, that they may ferve as well:
And do not Lamias cating Childrea feign,
Then fhow them whole, and make them live agsin ¢
Our grave Men [corn the loofe snd meer jocofe ; $18
Our Yourh defpife the ftiff and the morofe
But he’s the Man, he with a Genius writes
That takes them both, and profits and delights ¢
That in one Line inftru&s and pleafes all;
That Book will eafily be fet to Sale, - 518
See diftant Countries, fpread the Author’s Name,
And fend him dewn a Theam to future Fame,
Yet there are Faults, and Men may fometigues errs
And I'll forgive, Il not be too fevere.
An 4rsift always can’t command his Harp, s20
But when he firikes a Flar, he hears a Sharp:
The greateft Archers fometimes mifs the Whites :
If num’rous Graces fhine in what he writes,
I'll not condemn_tho’ fome few Faults appear,
Which common Frailty leaves, or want of Care: g2
But if tho’ warn'd be flill repeats the fame,
Who can endure, and who forbear to blame?
Juft as that Fidler maft be call'd a Sot,
That always errs upon the feif-fame Note:
So he that makes a Book one copious Fault, 430
* As Cherilus, the greateft Dunce that ever wrote,
In whom if e’er I fee two Lines of Wit,
I fmile, and wonder at the Jucky Hit:
Bat fret to find the mighty Homer dresm,
Ferget himfelf a-while, and lof his Theam: LS
) =
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Yet if the Work be long, Sleep may furprize,
And 2 fhort Nod creep o’er the watchfullft Eyes,
Poemns like Picdures, fome when near Delight,
At Diftance fome; fome ask the cleareft Light,
And fome the Shade: fome PiGtures pleafe when nev
And fome when old: fome bear a tranfient View;
Some bid the Men of Skill feverely pry,
Some pleafe but once, fome always pleafe the Eye.
But you, dear Sir, tho’ you your felf are wife,
Tho’ by your Father’s Care, and kind Advice, 4
Secure from Faults, yet pray belicve me this:
1n other things & Mean may be allow’d,
Not Beft may ftill be rolerable good:
A Comsmn Lawyer, though he cannot plead
Like fmooth Meffala, not’s fo decply read
As learn’d Caffelins, yet the Man may pleafe,
Yet he may be in vogue, and get his Fees: N
But now the Laws of God and Man deny
A middle State, and Mean in Poetry.
For as at Teeats, or as at noble Feafts,
Bad Perfumes, and bad Songs difpleafe the Guefts;
Becaufe the Feaft did not depend on thefe;
So Poetry, a thing defign'd to pleafe,
Compos'd for mere Delight, muft nceds be fill
Or very good, or fcandaloufly ill.
He that’s unskilfull will not tofs a Ball,.
Nor run, nor wreftle, for he fears the Fall;:
He jultly fears to meet deferv’d Difgrace,
And that the Rinz will hifs the baffled Afs 3
But ev’ry oae can Rbime, he’s fit for that;
Why not ? I’'m fure he hath a good Eftate;
And that may give kim juft Pretence to write,
Ir makes a Poet, as it dubs a Knight.
But you, Sir, know your felf, will wifely chufe,
And ftill confult the Genius of your Mufe;
And yet whea-c’er you write, let ev'ry Line
Pafs thro’ your Fasber's, Mrcca’s Ears, or mine :
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Keep it long by you, and improve it gill,

For then you may corre& what-c'er you will:

But nought can be recal’d when once ’ts gone, 5715
It grows the Publick's, ’tis no more your own.

Fame fays, infpired Orpheus firit began ]
To fing God's Laws. and make ’em known to Man;
Their Fiercenefs foften’d , how’d them wholefome Food,
And frighted all from lawlefs Luft and Blood; 580
And therefore Fame hath told, his charming Lute
Couald tame a Lion, and correct a Brute,

Amphion too, (as Story goes) cou’d call

Obedient Stones to make the Theban Wall;

He led them as he pleas’d, the Rocks obey'd, $8s
Aud danc’d in order to the Tunes he play'd :

>Twas then the Work of Verfe to make Men wife,

“To lead to Vistue, and to fright from Vice:

To make the Savage, pious, kind and juft :
To curb wild Rage, and bind unlawful Luft ; §99
To build Societies, and Force confine,

This was the noble, this the firit Defign :.

‘This was their Aim, for this they tun'd their Lute,

And hence the Poets got their firft Repute.

Next Homer and Tyrzeus did boldly dare 595
To whet brave Minds, and lead the Stout to War:

In Verfe their Oracles the Gods did give,

In Verfe we were inftruéted how to live:

Verfe recommends us to the Ears of Kings,

And eafeth Minds when clog’d with ferious things; 600
And therefore, Sir, Verfe may deferve your care,

Which Gods infpire, and Kings delight to hear.

Now fome Difpute to which the greateft part
A Poen owes, to Nature, or to Art;

But faith, to fpeak my Thoughts, 1 hardly know, 6oy
What Witlefs Art, or Arslefs Wit can do:

Each by it felf is vain 'm fure, but join’d

‘Their force is ftrong, each proves the other’s Friend.

The Man that is refolv’d the Prize to gain,

Doth often rus, and take ¢ World of paing L3CN
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Bear Heat and Cold, his growing Strength improve,
Nor tafte the Joys of Wine, mor Sweets of Love:
The good Mujician too tha’s fam’d for Song,

Hath con’d his Tuse, and fear’'d his Mafter loag :
But among Poets 'tis enough to fay, 615
Faith I cam weite an admirable Play,

Dax sake the kindmofi, I am formeft Ail),

a0 tho' ’tis greas, comceal bis want of Skill.

As Tvadefmen call in Folks to buy their Ware, _
Good Pennyworths, the beft in all the Fair; 610
So wealthy Poets, when they read cheir Plays,

Get Flatterers in, for they are paid for Praife :
And faith 2 Man chat has 2 good Eftste,

That can oblige a Friend, aad nobly Treat,

Be Surety for the Poor, his Caule defend, 63§
Shall never know a Flasterer from a Friend:

If you have been, or promis'd to be kind

“Fo any one,. while Joy perverts his Miad,

Ask not his Judgment, for hell fireight confent,
And cry ’ris goed, ’is rare, 'tis Excollmns

Grow pale, and weep, and ftamp at ev’ry Line,
Ob Lord.! 'tis meve than Man, ’sis all Divine !

As Hired Mourners at the Grave will howl,
Much more than thofe that grieve with all their Soul, .
Thus Friends appear lefs mov'd tham Commrerfeits, 635
And Flatterers out-do, and fhow their Cheats:
Kings (thus fays Story) that of old defiga’d
“To raife a Fav'rite to a Bofoms Friend,
Did ply him hard with Wine, unmask’d his Thoughts, .
And faw him naked, and with all his Faules : 640
So when you write, rake heed what Friend you have
And fear the Smiles of a defigning Knave,

Let good Owintilius all your Lines revife,
And he will trecly fay, Mend this end thiss
Sir, I bave sften trw'd, and try'd again, 64
I'm fure I can't do better, ’tis in vain:
Then blot aut ev’ry Word, or try once more,
Aad file thefe Urturnd Vearfes S v ey
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But if you feem in Love with your own Thought,

More eager to defend, than®mend, your Fault, 650
He fays no mere, but lets the Fop go on,

And Rival-free admire his lovely own.

An honeft Judge will blame each ide Line,

And tell you, yeu mu# make the Cloudy Shine;

Show you what Words are har(h, blot out the sough, 655
And cut the ufelefs gawdy Painting off : :

Look thro’ your Faults with aa impartial Eye,

And tell you what you muft corre&, and why:

Critigue indeed, nor (ay, fhall I difpleafe -
My honeft Friend for fiuch [moll Toys as thefe ? 66
Thefe Toys wrill ence to ferious Mifchiefs fall,
When he is laught at, whea be’s jeer’d by all :
For more than Mad or Poxt, Men hate the Dull,
And fwiftly fly the fenfelefs Rhiming Fool,

And -fear to touch him; Men of Senfe retire, 665
The Boys abufe, aud oaly Foels admire:

Surpofe he, fir’d with his Poetick fame,

Juft as a Fowler cager on his Game,

Doth fall into a Pit, and bawls aloud, - rTré
And calls for Pity to the laughing Crowd ; . :Zﬁlq

He may bawl on, for all will ftand and flout, )
And not one lend an hand to help himout; | R

But yet if any fhould; what, was’t Defiga,

Or elfe meer Chance, pray Sir, that threw him in? - -
1 tell my Reafons, and in fhort relate

A poor Sicilian Post’s wretched Fate: .

Empedocles mult needs be theught a God,

And therefore in a melanchelly Mood

Leap'd into Zna’s Flames : let Poets have

The Privilege to hang, and none to fave; €30
For ’is no greater Cruelty to kill, .

Than ’tis to fave a Man, agaioft hiswill: ~~ .

Nor was it Chance the heedlefs Fool betray’d, °

Nor the ftrange Efforts of a crazy Hedd:

For draw him out, reftore his Life again, 685
He would not be content to be a Man,

615
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He would be eager to be thought Divine,
And gladly burn, in hopes to gain a Shrine ¢
Now ’tis not known for what Notorious Crime,
Thefe brainlefs Fellows are condemn’d to Rhime ;
Whether they pifs'd upos their Father’s Grave,
Or robb'd a Shrine; ’tis certain that they rave;
And like wild Bears if once they break their Den,
And can get loofe, worry all forts of Men;
Their killing Rhymes they éaré'roufly obtrude,
And make all fly; the Learn’d, as well as Rude:
But then to thofe they feize, they il rehearfe,
And murder the poor Wretches with their Verfe;
They Rhime and Kiil, a curfed murd’ring Brood,
Like Leeches, fucking fill, *till full of Blood.

F I N I S..






















